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PREFACE. 


It  is  now  generally  acknowledged  that  no  one  agency  has  added  so  much  to  the  interest  felt  by 
children  in  our  Sunday  Schools  as  singing;  and  the  Golden  series,  commencing  with  the  Goldex 
Chain,  was  among  the  first  to  claim  the  popular  attention  in  this  interesting  and  elevating  exercise. 
Tlie  new  impetus  which  this  popular  work  gave  to  Sunday  School  singing,  made  a  demand  for  new 
books,  and  in  due  time  the  Chain  was  followed  by  the  Golden  Shower,  and  finally  by  the  Golden 
Censer.  Millions  of  them  were  sold  in  a  short  time,  and  when  the  electrotype  plates  were  worn  out, 
and  it  became  necessary  to  make  new  ones,  the  books  were  revised  and  improved.  In  this  volume 
the  three  volumes  are  presented  under  a  new  name;  and  we  do  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  "The 
Bradbury  Trio  "  the  largest,  most  complete,  and  in  every  way  most  desirable  Sunday  School  Hymn 
and  Tune  Book  in  the  world.  It  contains  many  Hymns  and  Tunes  that  will  never  wear  out,  and  it 
will  long  hold  its  place  in  the  front  rank  of  Sunday  School  Songs. 

It  will  be  observed  that  we  have  retained  all  the  pieces  of  the  New  Golden  Trio,  except  a  few 
in  the  Censer  which  were  of  but  little  use  for  Sunday  School  purposes,  while  we  have  added  several 
that  will  materially  enhance  the  value  of  the  collection.  We  have  also  changed  the  folios  to  the  head 
of  the  page,  which  will  be  found  more  convenient. 


To  use  the  Bradbury  Trio  with  the  New  Golden  Trio,  it  will  be  necessary  between  pages  127 
and  254  to  add  2  to  the  folio  at  the  top  of  the  page — for  example:  Page  130  in  the  Bradbury  Trio 
is  page  1.32  in  the  New  Golden  Trio  ;  and  from  page  253  to  378,  add  4,  as  page  260  of  Bradbury 
Trio  will  be  found  on  page  2G4  of  NEvr  Golden  Trio. 


SUPERBS^STENDENTS  AND  LEADES^S  PLEASE  NOTICE. 


THE  PUBLISHERS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congrets,.ju,tii 
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B^COPY-RIGHT  NOTICE.^ 
The  MUKic  and  poktrv  of  nearly  every  piece  in  this  work  is  copv-rioht  fuoperty  aud  "Ent<?rcd 
flocoi^ing  to  Act  of  Congress."  No  pernon,  therefore,  has  a  right  to  priut  in  any  form,  or  for  auy 
purpose  whatever,  either  W'?rds  or  music,  without  first  obtaining  permission  from  the  author.  If  hymw.i 
or  tuues  are  desired  for  Sunday  School  Anniversaries,  or  for  any  other  purpose,  such  permission  mnat. 
first  be  obtained,  otherwise  the  person  using  them  trespasses  against  the  laws  of  copy-right,  makea 
him^self  liable,  and  will  bo  held  accountable. 


THE  GOLDEN  CHAIN.   C.  M. 

^       ^1  1st       !  2d 


/  How  sweet  and  heavenly  is  the  sight.  When  those  that  love  the  Lord  \ 
*\  In     one  anoth  -  er's  peace  delight.  And    so     ful-fiU  his  / 


CHORUS. 


Praise  the  Lord, 

-0-  4» 
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,  Praise  ye  the 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah, 
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^raise  ye  the  Lord. 
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0  nay  we  feel  each  brother's  sigh, 
Aud  with  him  bear  a  part ; 

May  Borrows  tlow  from  eye  to  eye, 
Auvl  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 
Praiee  the  Lord,  &c. 


3  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 
Through  every  bosom  flow  ; 
Let  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
lu  every  action,  glow. 
Praise  tke  Lord,  &c. 


4  Love  is  the  qolden  chain  that  binia 
The  happy  souls  above  ; 
And  he'B  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
HiH  bosom  glow  with  love. 
PraLie  the  Lord,  &o. 


I  RISE  TO  SEEK  THE  LIGHT."   C.  M.  D. 
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1.  I  saw  a    lit -tie  bla.de  ofgrass.  Just  peeping  from  the  sol.     And  asked  it  why  it  souscht  to  pass  Be- 


yond iio  present    ol^id?        It  seemed  to  raise  i^s   ti  -  ny  head.  All  sparkling,  fresh  and  bright.  And 
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*^wund"ring  at  the  question,  said 

*  ^        , .         ' .  ^-^  '            -  ^ 

••Irisetoseekthelight.  I  rise,         I  rise, 

I  r 

ise  to  seek  the  light." 

J*" 

** 



-  I  a^ked  the  eagle  why  his  wing 

To  ceaseless  llight  was  given  ; 
As  if  he  spurn'd  each  earthly  thing 

And  knew  no  home  but  heaven? 
He  answered,  as  he  fixed  his  gaze 

Uuilazzle'l  at  the  si^ht, 
Upon  the  sun's  meridian  blaze. 

"I  rise  \r>  >ioek  tli€  light  '" 


I    ri?e.  I  ri~e.  I  rise.  I  rise, 

3  I  asked  my  soul,  what  means  this  thirst 

For  something  yet  beyond, 
What  means  this  eagerness  to  burst 

From  every  earthly  bond  ? 
It  answers,  and  I  feel  it  glow 

With  fires  more  warm,  more  bright- 
"All  is  too  dull,  too  dark  below. 

1  rise  t^  peek  tlie  light,"' 


\ 


COME,  CHILDREN,  RAISE  YOUR  VOICES  HIGH. 


I  Comb,  children,  raise  j-Dur  voices  high. 

Your  Saviour's  love  proclaim. 
And  with  the  choirs  of  earth  and  sky 

Unite  to  praise  his  name  : 
Sinp  how  he  left  the  realms  of  light, 

Where  the  bright  angels  dwell. 
And,  passing  through  death's  gloomy 

Redeemed  the  world,  [night, 
Redeemed  the  world  from  hell. 


Yes,  we  will  gladly  Ji^in  our  ]3.y3 

With  heaven's  sernjihic  throng, 
And  offer  in  our  earthly  days 

To  Christ  our  grateful  song  : 
And  oh,  that  all  would  join  to  sing 

That  Saviour's  love,  who  came. 
Mankind  from  chains  of  sin  to  brinj 

To  liberty. 
To  liberty  ajjain  I 

DUKE  STREET.   L  M. 


Thee  louii  hasacnac  to  our  King, 

Jeaus.  eternal  God  I 
Let  earth  with  joyous  aatheois  ring. 

To  spread  his  fame  abroad  ; 
Let  every  tribe  r»nd  nation  own 

His  just  and  rigJ:te  >us  swaj', 
And  all  unite  to  hasten  on 

The  great,  the  great. 
The  great  millennial  day. 


I.  Lord,  when  thou  didst  ascend  on  high,  Those  heavenly  guards  around  thee  wait. 

Ten  thousand  angels  filled  the  sky;  Like  chariots  that  attend  thy  rtat«. 


Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appeiir 
More  glorious,  wlien  the  Lord  was  there; 
While  he  pronounced  his  holy  lavs', 
And  atruck  the  chosen  tribes  with  awe. 
How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell, 
When  all  the  rebel  powers  of  hell. 
That  thousand  souls  had  captive  made, 
Were  all  in  chains,  like  captives,  led. 
Raised  by  his  Father  to  the  throne, 
He  sent  his  promised  spirit  down. 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men. 
That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

THE  SABBATH. 
SwEKT  is  the  Work,  my  God,  my  Kin^, 
To  prajfltt  thv  name,  give  thanks,  and  biag; 


To  show  thy  love  by  morning  iicrht, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  by  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breajt  ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  When  grace  has  purified  mv  hear*;, 
Then  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part : 
And  fretfh  supplies  of  joy  be  shed. 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

4  Then  sliall  I  see.  an  1  h^-ar.  and  k;iou 
AH  I  desired  ..r  \vi<ii  M  b..i,,Nv  ; 

And  every  powt^r  ilnd  sweet  on>ploy 
In  that  etci'ual  world  of  jo\ 


8  GOD  SPEED  THE  RIGHT. 
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'h/N'ow  to  heaven  our  prayer  ascending,God  speed  tho  right  !\Be  their  zeal  in  heaven  recordedA  God  speed  tho  rij^ht ! 

;  \Ta  a  noble  cause  poutcnding,  God  speed  the. .  ..right!     /With success  on  earth  rewarded,  /God  speed  tho  right! 

\   I      I      'J   -J-     I  ,      I     J    ^  .  ^   -J-  M.  A  A.  M.  g,  •       -J=7    «  .  »   tJ-      ^-  ^- 


2  Bo  that  prayer  again  repeated, 

God  speed  the  right ! 
Nt'er  despairing  though  defeated, 

God  speed  the  right ! 
Like  tlie  good  and  great  in  story, 
If  they  fail,  they  fail  witli  glory, 

God  bpeed  the  right  1 

3  Patient,  firm,  and  persevering, 

God  speed  the  right ! 
K'e'er  the  event  our  danger  fearing, 
God  speed  the  right  1 


Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  trials  heeding, 
And  in  heaven's  own  time  succeeding, 
God  speed  the  right  I 

4  Still  their  onward  course  pursuing, 

God  speed  the  right  I 
Every  foe  at  length  subduing, 

God  bpeed  the  right  1 
Trutli,  thy  cause,  whate'er  delay  it, 
There's  no  ])ower  un  earth  can  stay  it, 

God  speed  the  right  1 


TO-DAY  THE  SAVIOUR  CALLS.    6s  &  4s. 


2.  To-f^ay  the  SRvImir  cnlls  ;  8.  To-day  tho  Saviour  culls ;  1  4.  The  Spirit  calls  to-day  : 

Oh.  heiir  hiui  uow  ;  For  refuge  tly  ;  Yield  to  his  power  ; 

"Withia  tiie.->  Kscr-^d  vi-aJQs  The  storm  of  justice  fills,  |  Ob.  grieve  him  not  away . 

To  Jeaus  bow.  And  death  is  ui;^  .  ' Tfe  ineroj'' 8  liour. 


"NEVER  LATE"  9 


Tgg^A     ^    M  1  

T  IS 
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W.  I?.  B. 

1    I'll  a  -Tvako  at  dawn  on  the 
2  Birds  awake  betimes ;  every  mom  t 
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Sabbath  day, 
tiey  sing ;  None 
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be   my  rule —  Never   to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school, 
my  rule —  Never   to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 


8  "When  the  snmmer's  sun  wakes  the  flowers  agalu, 
They  the  call  obey — none  are  tardy  then  ; 
Nor  will  I  forget  that  it  is  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school. 

4  But  these  Sabbath  days  will  goon  bo  o'er. 
And  these  hnppy  hours  shall  return  no  more; 
Then  I'll  ne'er  regret  that  it  was  my  rule 
Never  to  be  late  at  the  Sabbath  school 


DISMISSION.    8s  &  7s. 


1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thv  blessin 


/Let  us  each  thy  love  possessins.Trinmph  in  redeem-n^  ^ raeo;\ 
Fillourheartswith  joy  and  peace  ;V    0  refresh  us,  0  refresh  us,TravelinL' thro' v,  il.!er:i'.-s3./ 


2  Tbauks  we  give  and  adoration, 
For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound 

Ma}"  thy  presence 
With  as  evermore  be  found- 


I    T  r 

3  Then,  -whene'er  the  signal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne,  on  nngel's  wings,  to  heaven- 
Glad  the  Bummous  to  obey — 

May  we  ever 
R^igu  with  Christ  in  rnrtlebsj  day. 


SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER.   L.  M.  Double. 


^VM.  B.  BEADECBY. 


j    1.  Sweet  hour  of  praver  I  sweet  hour  of  prarerl  That  ca'.]?  me  rr.^m  a  worM  of  c.Tre.  Ad  t  i  ls  me  at  my  Ftitber's  throne  M.ibo 
I    X'.  C*.   Ad  J  Oil  e=capc-i  t::e  te-jipter's  snare  l>r  thr  return,  i-'.ve-et  Lour  of  jLiiver,  Aai  of:  escaped  the  terupter'e  tnare  Bv 
i   _      _     jm.   -0L  ^     ji.   ML      _        ""^  '  ^  .    JS-  A 


.  j„_Lj  ip'-'f* — g  — "  »"  'i  iT-^i  J* -J  '-^  ' 


all  my  -wants  and  wishes  known  :  In  sea-sons  of  dis-tress  and  grief,  My  sor.l  has  of  •  ten  fonnd  re  -  lie^ 
tL  V  rritnrn,  sweet  hoar  of  prayer. 


-— tg— 1-«9  ^— j-^- 


i.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  fc.-<veet  hour  of  prr.yer  1 
Thy  wings  shr.'A  ulr  petition  bear, 
T<  Iiim  whose  truth  and  far.hfulness, 
Engage  tne  wairing  soul  to  b.ess ; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
B'^lieve  his  word,  and  trust  his  ^ruo<j, 

:  I"ll  cist  on  hiiQ  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thet?>'  hwect  hoar  of  fray.-T !  H 


3.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer  I 
M:iv  I  thv  consolation  share  ; 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  Uike  my  flieht: 
This  robe' of  flesh  1  11  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everhtsxing  prize ; 

f  And  shout,  while  passing  throngh  the  air, 
Fejewoli,  fcircwell,  sweet  hour  C-f  prayer  I  J 


LULU.     S.  M. 


WM.  B.  ERADBUEY. 


1  I  k  vo  thv  kingdom,  Lord— The  L-oaso  of  thino  abode — The  Church  our  blest  Eedoemer  saved  "With  his  own  precicns  blood. 


LULU. 

2  I  love  thy  Churcii.  O  Ood ! 

Mer  vails  bef')re  thct^  stand, 
Dt-Hr  as  the  ui/;>lo  uf  thine  eye, 
Aud  graven      thy  hand. 

3  ir'or  her  uiy  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  niy  prayers  ascend  ; 
To  her  luy  cares  and  toils  bo  grivon, 
Till  toils  itnd  cares  shall  end. 


Concluded.  11 

4  Beyond  my  t!prhost  joy 

1  j)rizc  her  hea\'enly  vrays; 
Her  sweet  coinuuinion,  solemn  vowtJ, 
Her  hymns  of  lovo  and  praise. 

6  Sure  as  thy  troth  shall  last, 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yields 
Aud  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 


spri,My.  OH,  COME  TO  THE  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  WITH  ME. 


1  Oh,  come  to  the  Sunday-school  with  me, "Where  swetly  the  hours  will  p;iss  a  -  way!    Oh,  come  with  a  foot-step 

2  We've  teachers  and  scholars  kind  and  true ;  We've  plenty  of  books,  both  old  and  new  ;  We  read,  and  wo  sing,  ana 
Clxorm.  Oh,  come  to  the  Sunday-school  with  me,  Where  sweetly  the  h'^urs  will  pass  a  -  way  !    Oh,  come  with  a  foot-step 


light  and  free,  And  make  no  de  -  lay,  make  no  de  -  lay.     Around  and  a-bout  us  true  happiness  floats, While  voieee  that 


join  in  prayer,  'Tis  sweet  to  be  there,  sweet  to  be  there.  Around  and  a-bout  us  true  happiness  floats, 
liirhta '         '  " 


and  free,  And  make  no  de  -  lay,  make  no  de  -  lay. 


1^ 


^  N  s 


=1^ 


love  us  breathe  out  their  soft  notes ;  Noplace  is  so  pleasant,  so  happy  and  free,  As  the  dear  Sunday-school  for  you  and  for  me. 


!2  A  BRIGHTER  DAY.        7s,  DonbJa 

'••IKliN  LOOK  UP,  FOR  YOUR  REDEMPTION  DRATETH  NIQH." — Luke  XXi.  28. 

1.  "Lift  your  heads"  with  faith;  the  morrow  Dawneth  brighter  than  the  day;  Angel  hands  will  lift  the  shadows, 

[Chase  the  gatherintj 

2.  Art  thou  lonely,  sad,  and  weary,  Watching  thro'  the  silent  night?  Dry  thy  tears,  the  orient  glistens  Like  a  thread  of 


S  Does  the  night  seem  long  and  weary — 
Dangers  threatening  'long  the  way  ? 
Joy  will  soon  return  to  bless  thee, 
Soon  will  dawn  a  brighter  day. — Oho. 

4  What,  though  wars  and  earth's  commotions 

Try  your  faith,  and  cause  dismay  ; 
God,  your  Father,  rules  the  nations, 
iie  will  send  a  brighter  day.— CAo. 

5  Let  the  lieart  be  cheered  with  gladness. 

Though  the  sun  is  veiled  from  sight ; 
Se«  !  the  stars  are  brightly  beaming 
Through  the  shadows  of  the  night. 
Chorus. 

Look !  e'en  now  the  morn  is  breaking, 

See  the  ohadows  flee  away  ; 
Bee!  the  earth  from  slumber  waking, 

"Lift  your  heads  !"  behold  the  day  ! 


THE  CHURCH. 

1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God  ! 
He.  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 

Form'd  thee  for  his  own  abode. 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

AVhat  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 

Thou  may'st  smile  at  ail  thy  foes. 

2  See  !  the  streams  of  living  waters 

Springing  from  eternal  io-»  o  ; 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daugaters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'  assuage; 
Grace,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  givex. 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  2 


DAVID,  THE  SWEET  SINGER. 
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Wordri  by  Mess  CARO.  MAY. 

"WhuSO  OFFESETH  PKi 

A. 


Mnsic  by  WM.  B.  BKADiJURr. 

SK,  GLuF.iFiETU  G('i>."-^Fs  :im  L.  23. 
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CTwas  David.  Sweet  Singer  in  Israel.  Tvho  s.iif!.  VTe  do  -ri  -  fy  God  when  we  Iring 
Uur  cfferiuirs  i-f  praise  ;  Oh,  then  with  true  faith  [Omit  


]  Glad  sonss  we  will  th.iukfu"7 


siDi<  hiLQ.  Wo  want.  O  great  God,  to  glori-fy  thee,  Our  Father,  so  high  and  so  ho  -  I7,  /Who  inhabits  the  praise  of  e  - 

\,Who  inhabits  the  praise  of  e_  - 

?^-rg-i-g-g  ^— gys-g-s-g-s  s  "  ■  — 


For  the  friends  thou  hast  ^xen  to  teach  and  to  giiide, 

Who  make  the  sweet  Sabbath  so  cheering, 
By  telling  of  Jesus,  who  calls  to  his  side 

'Youns  children  with  words  so  endearing:. 
For  that  Jesus  our  fullest  hosannas  are  giveu. 

His  pity  and  prayers,  ceasing  never. 
Are  the  source  uf  all  joy.  on  earth  aud  in  hoQVOBj 
And  we'll  praise  him  for  ever  aud  over. 
Written  and  corthposed  for  the  Fiftieth  Anjiivcntarj  of  ifn  IT.  Y.  S.  S.  L'/tto^t. 


2  Thy  love  is  so  vast,  so  tender,  and  true, 

A  fountain  of  life,  failing  never  ; 
Oh.  what  can  we  happy  young  children  do 

But  praise  thee  for  ever  and' ever  ? 
We'll  pr.'\ise  thee  at  morn,  and  praise  thee  at  nighty 

For  the  work  that  brings  quiet  and  slumber  ; 
For  our  bread  and  our  water,  our  reason  and  sight, 

Aud  mercies  too  manv  to  number. 
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WHO  SHALL  SING?    8s  &  7s. 


I  AV))o  shall  sing,  if  notthw  children,  Didnot  Jt'sns  die  for  them  ?\ 

\    Miiy  they  not,  with  other  jewels,  Bparkle  iu  his  di  -  a  -  dein  ?/Wby  to  them  were  voices  given,  Bird-like  vuiceo,  sweet  and 


D.n.  "Why,  uuless  the  song  of  hiUTcn  They  betfin  to  practise  here  ? 


[olear ; 


2  There's  a  choir  of  infant  Bongsters, 

White-robed,  round  the  Saviour's  thi*oue 
Aus^els  cease,  and,  "waiting,  listen  1 

Oh!  'tis  sweeter  than  their  own  ! 
Faith  can  hear  the  rapturous  choral, 

"When  her  ear  ia  upward  turned  ; 
1 3  not  this  the  same,  perfected, 

Which  upou  the  earth  they  learned  3 


8  Jesus,  -when  on  earth  sojourning. 

Loved  them  "with  a  wondrous  love; 
And  will  he,  to  heaven  returning. 

Faithless  to  his  blessing  prove  ? 
Oh  I  they  cannot  sing  too  early  I 

Fathers,  stand  not  in  their  way ! 
Birds  do  sing  while  day  is  breaking — 

Tell  me,  then,  why  should  not  they  I 


MARTYN.    7s.  Double. 


MAliSH. 


Mary  to  the  Saviour's  tomb  Hasted  at  the  e.-irly  d.iwn,  IForawliile  D.  C. 

"■  (  Spice  she  hro't,  and  sweet  perfuinc.But  the  Lord  she  lov'dhad  eone;  J  she  lingering  stood,  Fill'd  with  sorrow  and  burpriso, 
IK  C.  Treinbling,  wliile  crvstalflood  Issiu'd  from  her  wc^-pin?  eves. 


 \ — r 

3.  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled 

When  t^he  heard  his  welcome  voice  ; 
Const  hail  risen  from  the  dead. 

Now  ne  bids  her  heart  rejoice  ; 
V/hat  a  chaiiiie  his  word  can  make, 
Turning  darkness  into  duyl 


Ye  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake, 
Ue  will  wipe  your  teara  away. 

3.  He  who  came  to  comftrt  her, 

Wh«u  she  thought  her  all  was 


Will  for  your  relief  appear. 

Tho"  you  now  ai-e  tempest  tossed. 
On  his  word  yoar  burden  cast. 

On  his  love  your  thoughts  employ, 
Weeping  for  a  while  mny  last. 

But  the  momiug  brL'ig's  the  J«;y. 


HASTE  AWAY  TO  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL  15 

Words  by  Lucrus  Hakt.  hsq.  iTneIc  hy  W.  B.  B. 


J  li«  Semj-CAo./ITark  I  how  the  cheerful  morning  bells  Call   ns  s  -  way    to  Sabbath  school ;  Their  sacred  chiine  our 

I    2rf  .Sfmi-CToAWith  happy  fa  -  ces,  one    and    all,    We  haste  a  -  way    to  Sabbath  school ;  And  hearts  as  hap-py 

\  ,2  1st  Semi-Cho./ln  Sauihiy  dress -es    neat  -  ly     clad,    A  -  way  we    haste   to  Sabbath  school  ;  Xo    day    iu    all  the 

2.'Z  .SCTn!-C^.\Our  lessons  learned  our  books  in    hand,  A  -  way  we    haste  to  Sahbath  scliuol  ;  The  happiest  chiidreu 


Tench.  &  Bask. 
4S_ 


FULL  CHORUS. 


^ — — —  . — . — = — s—i- 

du  -  ty    tella,    A  -  way     to     Sab  -  bath  ^chool.\ 

at  tho  call,  A  -  way  to  Sab  -  bath  school.^  Then  let  us  haste  a  -  way,  haste  a  -  way  t)  tlio 
week  more  glad,   A  way     to     Sab  -  bath  school. \ 

in     the    land,  A --way     to    Sab  •  bath  school./  Then   let    us  haste    a     way,  haste    a  •  way    (o  tlio 


Sabbath  school,  Then  let   us  haste  a -way,    a  -  way    to  the  Sabbath  sciiool 


A  -  way  to  the  Sabbath  school. 

^ 


3  1st  Semi-  We  love  to  meet  together  there, 

Choni-3.      Within  our  pleatiant  Sabbath  school ; 
And  all  unite  in  praise  and  prayer. 
Within  the  Sabbath  school. 
2d  Semi-  And  this  our  bond  of  love  shall  be. 
Chorus.      We're  hajipy  in  our  Sabbath  school ; 
And  with  our  ht-arts  in  harmony, 
We'll  hajto  lo  SabCalh  schajl.— Cno. 


4  Ut  Stmi-'Yhe  Sal)bath  light  --.hin.'s  clt-.r  and  bright, 
Chorus,      Away  we  haste  to  S  ihli  ith  school ; 
The  church,  it  is  a  pleasant  sight. 
Away  to  Sabbath  school  ; 
2d  Semi-  This  sweetest  day  of  ail  tlie  sevou— 
Chorus.      We'll  haste  away  to  Sabbath  s.'.hOQ].( 
And  run  the  shining  road  to  heavm  ; 
Awa,V  to  Sabbatli  bcLool. — Ceo. 


Soug,  witli  Iscuo. 


1.  h       I  were  a  voice,  a  persuasive  voice,  That  cocld  travel  L'le  wide  world  tliro',  I  would  fly  on  the  win^s  cf  the  mYm%  Kglt,  Aal 
i  I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  o'er    land  aad  sea,  Where  a  human   heart  mijht  he,    I  would  t^il  them  a  tale,  or  Td  grae  a  s)a?,  h 
3.  If       I  were  a  voice,  a  consoling  voice,  I  would  fly  on  th«  wings  of  the  air.  The    houses  of  sorrow  and  guilt  Fd  seek,  AaJ 


speak  to  the  men  with  a  gen  -  tie  might,  And  tell  them  to  be  trne,  Aa-?  toll  them  to  bo  true.  D«  true,  Be  trm, 
praise  of  the  right,  in  blame  of  the  wrong.  And  tell  them  t»)  lie  good.  And  tell  then  to  i«  good.  Be  ^ood.  Be  good, 
cab  aad    truth -fol    words  I'd    speak.  And  whisper  of  sweet  hope,  And  whisper  of  sweet  hope.  Sweet  nope,  Sireer 


Ecno. 


Ecno  for  4th  and  5th  stanzas. 

mi 


I       Aad  tell  them  to  be  true,  Tell  thon  to  be  true 

Aad  tell  thea  to  k  good.  Tell  them,4-c. 
I       And  wLiaiier  cf  sweet  hope.  Whisper,  <^c 


S:\i\l\  sound.  Joyful  sound. 
God  is  love,  God  is  love. 


If  I  were  a  voic«,  an  immortal  roico, 

I  would  fly  the  whole  earth  arouud  ; 
And  wherever  man  with  error  bowM, 
I'd  publish  iu  notes  botli  long  and  loud, 
The  Trutli's  most  joyful  sound. 

Joyful  sound.  {Echo.  Joyful  soand.) 
The  Truth's  raott  joyful  sound, 
Echo. — Truth's  most  joyful  sound. 


5  I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  vriiigs  of  day 
And  point  to  the  realms  above  ; 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  over  city  and  town, 
And  drop  like  a  happy  bunlight  down, 


And  whisper,  God  ie  love. 

God  Ls  love.  {Echo.  God  is  love.) 
And  whic-per,  God  is  love. 

Echo. — Whisper,  God  is  love 


REEVES.    C.  M. 
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1  In  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee,  In  vain  my  soul  would  try  To  bhun  thy  presence,  Lord,  and  fleo  Tho  notice  of  thin  eye. 


2  Thine  all  snrronnding  sight  eurveya 
My  rising  and  my  rest ; 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
The  secrots  of  my  breast. 

0  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  tho  Lord, 
Before  "they  TO  formed  within  ; 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
Ko  knoM's  the  sense  I  mean. 


4  Oh  I  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high  I 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Enclosed  ou  every  side. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  surround  mo  etill, 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  soul  from  every  ill, 
Secured  by  sovereign  love. 


CHILD  OF  SIN  AND  SORROW.    6s  &  4s. 


De.  THOS.  HASTINGS. 


-  J  Child  of    sin  and    sor  -  row,    Filled  with  dis 
j  Wait  not  for    to  -  mor  -  row,     Yield  thee  to 
D.  C-  Child  of    sin  and    sor  -  row,     Hoar   and   o  - 


Fine, 

bey. 


Heaven  bids  thee  come,   "While   yet  there's  room. 


2.  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Why  wilt  thou  die? 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 
Help  from  on  high  : 
Grieve  not  that  lov»», 
Which  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Would  bring  thee  nigh. 


Child  of  sio  and  sorrow. 
Where  wilt  thou  flee? 
Tbroutrh  that  long  to-morrow, 
Eternity ! 
Exiled  from  home. 
Darkly  to  ro;im — 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Where  wilt  thou  Ileo  ? 


4.  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Lift  up  thine  eye  I 
Heirship  thou  canst  borrow 
lu  worlds  on  high  I 
In  that  high  home, 
Graven  thy  name: 
Child  of  sill  and  sorrow, 
bwii\  hoLiieward  &yl 


18  GATHER  THEM  IN. 

"00,  TDBHEFORE,  IKTO  THK  HIOHWAYS  A>D  HEDCtS3  AMi  CoYPEL  THEM  10  COM3  IX."-  Lufce  23. 

With  PKCMrtNESS  and  atimatiov.  ilAY  sk  .-^rNO  as  a  pcet. 


1.  Gather  them  in,    gp.tlier  tbem  in, 
-m  -m-  «■  -m-      -m-  -m-  -m- 


Gather  the  children  iLi;/GHther  tlu  tn  in  from  thebroai  highway,  Gather  them  in, 
\Gather  them  iu  from  the  prairies  vast,     G;icher  them  in, 

I  I  -  ■    -n  .  ^    j»    J    9  -9    a   \  m  ri*~5— g— S  7 


5— 4r-sr^- 

ither  them  in  ;    Gather  tliem  in,  in    this    gospel  day.  Gather,  gather  them  iu 


Gather  them  in,  let  ttie 


■9-  -. 

S 

O.  JO. 

^    a  9 

^     ^  f 

^  ^-^1 — ^ 

t-T-T  T 

— m — 0 

— **  ^ 

«  o-^ 

Ir*  ^-J 

h  riuse  be  full,  Gather  them   iu     to    the  Sunday-school 
mam     «    «  « 


Gather  them  in.  Gather  them  in.  Gather  the  children  in. 

  JS=?  '  ^ 


2  Gather  them  in.  gather  them  in, 

Gath-er  the  children  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  street  and  lane, 

Gather  them  in.  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  both  the  halt  and  lame, 

Gather,  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  tlie  deaf,  and  the  poor,  and  blind, 

Gather  them  in.  gather  tliem  in  : 
Gather  tbem  in  witli  a  willing  mind, 

(jath?r.  gather  tliem  ia. 

L'/iorui,  — Gather  ttecn  la.  ic. 


3  Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 

Gather  the  children  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  that  are  seeking  rest. 

Gather  them  in.  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  East  and  West, 

Grtther.  gather  them  in. 
Gather  them  in  that  are  roaming  about. 

Gather  them  in.  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  the  North  and  South- 

Gather,  sjather  them  iu. 

OioriiA-.— Gat.Vi-  them  in, 


GATHER  THEM  IN.  Concluded 


!9 


4  Oafher  them  in,  gather  them  in, 
Gather  the  children  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  from  all  ovt^r  the  land, 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in  ; 
Gather  them  in  to  our  noble  bani, 


Giither,  gather  them  lu  ; 
Gather  them  in  with  a  CJiristian  Iov»^ 

Gather  them  in,  gather  tliem  iu  . 
Gather  them  in  for  the  Church  above. 

Gather,  gather  them  in. — C'ho, 


2  How  kind  is  Jesus,  oh,  how  good  !  3  When  I  offend,  by  thought  or  tongue,  4  To  me  may  Jesus  now  impart, 

'Twas  for  my  soul  he  shed  his  blood;  Omit  the  right,  or  do  the  wrong.  Although  so  young,  a  gracious  ht-iirt; 

For  children's  sake  he  was  reviled,  If  I  repent  he's  reconciled,  Alas  !  I'm  oft  by  sin  deftlod. 

For  Jesus  lovea  a  little  child.  For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child.  Yet  Jesus  loves  a  littlw  child. 


HEBRON.     L.  M, 


Dr.  Lowell  Ma>,o\. 


 l-r— ^  n  , 

P-J-U-l  U 

— ^ai-'^ig-  ■— — ; — i  j-- 

1.  Ti.'js  far  the  lord  has  led  me  on ;  Thns  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days ;  And  erery  evening  shall  make  known  Somg  fresh  neraorial   his  ^aro. 


0 . 



■  -  L 

-t  ' 

.. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I.  perhaps,  am  near  my  home  ; 
But  T)ft  forgives  my  t'uUies  past ; 
Ho  gives  me  strength  lor  days  to  come. 


3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep, 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  rouud  my  bed. 
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FAR  OUT  UPON  THE  PRAIEIE. 


7s  &  6s. 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY.  BHD. 


1  Far  out  up-on  the  prairie  How  msDy  children  dwell,  "Who  never  read  the  Bi-ble,  Or  hear  the  Sabbath  bt^ll  ; 

2  For  they  have  uo  kind  pastor,  Whose  loying  words  have  told, Of  Jesus,  the  good  Shepherd, And  called  them  to  his  fold  ; 

.0   ,fg  m—0t  0f   ,0.  0    fg^m-^f^'^g,    g-T-S  if-Jt^-J^-r*  ■•  0    »  -,  0  


Lj — — — J — ^ — ^ — ^ — . — ^  , — — .  

Chn.—Fa.r  out  up-ou  the  prairio  How  many  cLildrea  dwell,  Who  never  read  the  Bi-ble,  Or  hear  the  Sabbath  bell ; 


And  when  the  ho-  ly  morning  "Wakes  us  to  sing  and  pray.  They  spend  the  precious  moments  In  idleness  and  ply 
No  Sabbath  school  in-vit-ing  Its  pleasant  doors  within,  No  teacher's  voice  entreating  To  leave  the  way  of  sin. 

■0-  -m-   -0-  f»T^ 


7s  &  6s. 

3  I  wi<;h  that  I  conld  tell  them 

Uow  Jesus  C8me  to  die, 
When  he  for  little  children 

Left  his  bright  throne  on  high  ; 
And  all  the  sad.  sad  story 

Of  sorrow  which  he  bore, 
When  for  his  crown  of  glory 

A  crown  of  thorns  he  wore. — CJio. 

4  And  80  each  morn  and  evening, 

Whene'er  I  kneel  in  prayer, 
I'll  ask  the  gracious  Saviour 

To  send  hi?  gospel  there; 
That  in  the  g.orious  city 

lu  which  he  dwells  above, 
TTe  all  may  siug  tof^ether 

OXJfis  redeeming  love.-  Cho, 


7s  8c  6s. 

1  CoMF..  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 

While  hearts  and  accents  blemd. 
Come,  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 

The  sinner's  only  Friend; 
His  holy  soul  rejoices, 

Amid"  the  choirs  above. 
To  hear  our  youthtul  voicos 

Exulting  in  his  love. 

3  We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  wept  our  path  along; 
We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

The  tempted  and  the  strong; 
None  who  besought  his  healing, 

He  passed  unheeded  by; 
And  still  retains  his  feeling 

For  us  above  the  cky. 


Hymns  to  "Far 

3  "We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  (lied  our  soul  to  save  ; 
Wc  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  grave  ; 
And.  in  our  hour  of  danger, 

"We'll  truot  his  love  alono, 
Who  once  slept  in  a  manger, 

And  now  sits  on  the  throne. 
Cho. — "We  love  to  sing,  &o. 

4  Then  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 

While  yet  on  earth  -we  stay, 
And  hope  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Throughout  eternal  day  ; 
For  those,  who  here  confess  him, 

He  "Will  in  heaven  confess  ; 
And  faithful  hearts  that  bless  him, 

He  will  forever  bless. 

Cho. — We  love  to  sing,  &c. 

MULENimJM  SONG.    7s  &  6s. 

1  Eejoice,  all  ye  believers, 

And  let  your  lights  appear, 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

And  midnight  now  is  near  ; 
The  Bridegroom  is  arising, 

And  soon  he  draweth  nigh  ; 
Up,  up,  and  watch,  and  wrestle, 

At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 
Cho. — Kejoice,  &c. 

2  Boe  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Keplenish  them  with  oil. 
And  wait  for  your  salvation — 
Tlio  end  of  earthly  toU. 


a  the  Prairie.** 

rh«  watchers  on  tho  raountmn 
Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  nenr  ; 

Go  meet  him,  as  he  cometh, 
With  Hallelujahs  clear. 
Oto. — Kejoice,  &c. 

3  Ye  wise  and  holy  virgins, 

Now  raise  your  voices  highcx, 
Till  in  the  son^s  of  Jubilee, 

They  meet  the  angel  choir. 
Tlie  marriage-feast  is  waiting, 

The  doors  wide  open  tstand, 
Be  ready,  then,  to  meet  him. 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hano- 
Cho. — Rejoice,  &c. 

4  Ye  saints,  who  here  in  patience 

Your  cross  and  suff 'nnga  Dore, 
Shall  live  and  reign  forever. 

When  sorrow  is  no  more. 
Around  the  throne  of  glory. 

The  Lamb  ye  shall  behold, 
In  triumph  cast  before  him 

Your  oiadems  of  gold  1 
Cho. — Kejoice,  &c. 

5  Our  Hope  and  Expectation, 

O  Jesus  1  now  appear ; 
Arise,  thou  Sun,  so  longed  for. 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere  I 
With  hearts  and  hands  nplillod, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  seo 
Tho  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

That  "brings  us  unto  thee  1 

Cho. — Kejoice,  (to. 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 


Newly  arranged  and  brought  vrithin  an  easy  compass  I'or  Chonii)  Singicg,  by 
BOLO.  or  SEMI-CHORUS.  "W'M.  B.  BRADBURY. 


O....  say,  can  you  see    by  the  da^-n's  early  light,  What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at    the  twilight's  last  gleaminj?, 


\Whose  broad  -trii)es  and  bright  stars,  thro'  the  jjerilous  fight.  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  so  gallantly  ftrearaiag, 
/        On  the  shore  dim-l}^  seen  thro'  the  mists  of  the  deep.  Where  the  foe's  haughty  ho^t  in  dread  silence  re  -  pos  -  cs,  \ 
\     Wliat  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  Lower-ing  steep,  As        fit  -  ful  -  ly  blow  b,  half  conceals,  half  dii-clos  -  ed  ;  / 


O          say  does  that  star-spangled  ban-ner  yet 

'Tis  the  star-spangled  ban-ner,  O    long  may  it 


■wave  O'er  the  land  of 
wave  O'er  the  land  of 


free  «nd  tlie  hurae  of  the  brave, 
tree  ajd  tlie  home  of  the  bra\t. 


And  whcro  ia  that  band,  who  so  vauntingly  swore, 
Tliat  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country,  shoulil  leave  us  no  more — 
Thf  ir  bh.iod  hAS  washed  out  their  foul  footstep's  pollutiua. 

No  refuge  can  save  the  hireling  and  slave, 

Prom  tliO  tt'vroi  Qi  flight,  or  the  gloom  of  tho  grave  ;  Cho. 


0  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  home  and  the  war's  desolation  ; 

Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  iii;iy  the  heav'n-rescued  laod 
Praise  the  f>ower  that  hath  made  and  preserved  -aa  a  nation* 

Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cau.*H  it  is  just, 

And  this  be  our  motto — '*  lu  God  Is  our  trust !"  (7Ao* 


LOOK  TO  JESUS.   7s  &  8s. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbukv 
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/  Look  to   Je  -  bus!  youtliful  christian.  Just  begun  the  heavenly  race:  \ 

I  Let  no  dre<\m  of  otrength  or  wisdom  Make  thee  lOmit   /turn  fr 


om  Him  thy  face 


He,  thy  righteousuos?,  shall  be     Wisdom,  ho  -  li  -  ncss   to  thee.     Look  to  Je  -  sus  !  look 


8  Look  to  Jesus !  aged  traveler 

On  life's  long  and  changeful  road 
See'st  thou  not  ?  'tis  almost  ended, 

Soon  thoudt  be  at  home  with  God: 
Lean  upon  Him  as  you  go. 
Age  and  weakness  stronger  grow. 


Look  to  Jesus !  strong  in  manhood, 
Who  art  pressing  on  thy  race: 

Slight  the  snares  the  world  is  spreading, 
Onward,  upward  speed  thy  pace: 

Poor  and  mean  earth's  brightest  toys, 

Weighed  with  heavens  eternal  joys. 


Look  to  Jesus!  steadfast  ever 
Let  us  on  his  glory  gaze  ; 

Though  revealed  here  but  dimly. 
Brightly  on  our  souls  'twill  blaze. 

If  by  looking  here  below, 

Like  to  Him  our  spirits  grow. 
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PEACEFULLY  SLEEP.    L.  M. 


Peaceful  -  ly   lay  her  down  to  rest,  Place  the  turf  kindly  on  her  breast 

2  Close  to  her  lone  and  narrow  house,  Gracefully  wave,  ye  willow  boughs 

3  Qui  -  et  -  ly  bleep,  be-lov  -  ed  one,  Rest  from  thy  toil — thy  labor  is  done 


Sweet  is  the  slumyier  beneath  the  sod. 
Flowers  of  the  wildwood,  your  odors  shed 
;  Rest  till  the  trump  from  the  opening  skies 


While  the  pure  soul  la  resting  with  God,  Peacefully  sleep.  Peacefully  sleep.  Sleep  till  that  morning,  Peacefully  sleep. 
O  -  ver  the  ho  -  ly,  beauti-  ful  dead.  Peacefully  sleep,  <tc. 
Bid  thte  from  dust  to  glo  -  ry  a  -  rise  !  Peacefully  sleep,  &c, 
JC  ^ 


I     I  I 


PEACEFULLY  REST.     L.  M, 


1  Anothek  fleeting  day  Js  gone  ; 

Slow  o'er  the  west  the  shadows  rise  ; 
Swift  the  soft-stealing  hours  have  fluwn, 
And  night's  dark  mantle  vails  the  fakies. 
Cho. — Peacefully  rest,  sc. 

2  Another  fleeting  day  is  gone  : 

In  Ssolemn  silence  rest,  my  Ponl '. 
Bow  down  before  His  awful  throne. 
Who  bids  the  morn  and  evening  roll. 

3  Soon  8han  a  darker  night  deijc«nd, 

An  l  vail  frr-oi  me  yoa  sunm  skies  : 


And  ooon  shall  death's  oppressive  hand 
Lre  heavy  on  these  languid  eyea. 

4  Yet  when  beneath  the  dreadful  shade. 

I  lay  my  weary  frame  to  rest. 
That  night  shall  not  make  me  afraid  , 
That  bed  the  dying  Saviour  pressed 

5  Again  emerging  from  the  night, 

1,  like  my  risen  Lord  shall  rise  ; 
Again  drink  in  th;  morning  light, 
Pare  at  ita  fount  above  the  eki**. 


Vordo  by  A.  A.  SMITH. 
And<int€. 


ON  CALVARY'S  HEIGHTS. 


or. 


Masic  hy  VM.  B.  BKADBU2Y. 


1  On  Calv'ry's  heights  amaziug  grace  behold  I  And  let  It  e  er  be  tol  J,  That  love  diTiae  a  -  loie,  Could  thus  for  sia  a-tone. 

'  •  ----  --      -         m        m    ■^•^     m    ^  ^ 


FrLL  Chobus  to  each  teksk./ 


On  C-ilv"rv"s  heiiibts.on  Calr'ry'B  heights, Amazing  love  behold  \ 


2  On  Calv'ry'a  heights  the  one  Redeemer  die^ ! 
The  heavehly  message  fli-^s 
"With  pardon  full  to  give — 
That  all  who  look  may  live. — Chorm. 

8  On  Calv'ry's  heights  a  dying  Sa%-ioar  pleads, 
For  rebels  intercedes  : 
He  sets  the  captive  free. 
A  son  and  heir  to  hQ.—Cfoorue. 


4  To  Calv'ry's  heights  the  little  children  bring: 
Permit  them  there  to  cling, 
Forbid  them  not.  He  cries^ 
Of  buch  my  kingdom  is.— (?Aorw«. 


5  On  Calv'ry's  heights  Faith  spread  her  e^iger  •wings, 
While  Hope  exultant  sings  ; 
Love  doth  the  conquest  wia, 
Victor  of  death  and  sin, — Chorus. 


COME  TO  JESUS,  LITTLE  ONE." 


•1  Humbl 


Je  -  SU3  now ;  ) 

gra-cions  throne  fn  sub-mis-sion  bow.  j  At  his  feet  con-fess  your  sia 


D.  C  For  his  blood  can  make  you  clean;  He  will  hear  your  prayer. 
^  (  Seek  his  face  without  do  -  lay  ;  Give  him  now  your  heart;  ( 


)  Tar  -  ry  not,  but,  while  you  may.  Choose  the  better  part. 
D.  C.  Humbly  at    hi»  gra-cious  throne  la  sub-mis-sion  bow. 


Come  to  Je-sns, 


tie 


Como  t3  Je  •  ens  now ; 
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ZION'S  PILGRIM.    8s  &  7s 

  •    ■   •  ^^"^^  ^^"(^R^'S--^'^ 


\  t,  I 


-4—4-4. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1^ 


mm 


Girls. 
Boys. 


I  /  Pilgrims  we  are  to  Canaan  bound.  Oar jnnrney  lies  alon^r  this  road ;  \ 
\  This  miderness  we  travel  round,  To  reach  the  city   of  our  God.  /  0  happy  pil^nius,  gp.ftl"ss  fair.Wliat  makes  yoar  robes  so  \fhito  appear 


S-jSjrziiit::; 


D.c.  Gir/^.Onrrobes  are  vash'd  in  Jesus' blood  Aad  we  are  traveling  home  to  Goi 


2  A  fow  mor-^  days,  or  weeks,  or  yoars, 
In  this  tlark  desert  to  <winplain  ; 
A  few  more  sighs,  a  fow  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  bid  adieu  to  pain. — Ckorue, 

8  O  Dlessed  land  1  U  liappy  land  ! 

■\i\'hen  shall  we  roach  thy  grolden  shore? 
And  one  redeemed,  unbroken  band. 
United  be  for  evermore. — Chorus. 

4  And  if  our  robes  are  pure  ami  white, 
May  we  all  reach  that  blessed  abode  ? 


O  yes,  they  all  shuU  dwell  In  H^ht, 
Whose  robes  are  washed  in  Jesua'  blood. — Chorus. 

6  We  all  shall  reach  that  golden  shore. 
If  hero  wo  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 
Straight  is  the  way,  aihl  straight  the  door. 

And  none  but  pilgrims  find  the  way. — Chorus. 

6  0,  may  wo  meet  at  last  above, 

Amid  the  holy  blooil-washed  throng, 
And  sin^;  for  ever  Jesus"  love. 

While  saints  and  angels  join  the  song. — Chjrva. 


PILGRIM,  IS  THY  JOURNEY  DREAR? 


.  /Pilgrim,  is  thy  journey  drear  ?  Are  its  lights  extinct  for  eveH 
■\   Still  suppress  the  rising  fear  i  [Omit  


]  God  forsakes  the  righteous  never  I  Never,  never !  no,  never  1 


PILGRIM,  IS  THY  JOURNEY  DREAR?    Concluded.  27 


2  Storms  may  gather  o'er  thy  path, 

All  the  ties  of  life  mr.y  sever ; 
Still,  nmid  the  fear  of  death, 
God  forsakes  the  righteous  never  1 

3  Pain  may  rack  the  wastins  frame, 

llcalth'desert  thy  couch  forever, 
Faith  still  burns  with  deathless  flnme, 
God  forsakes  the  righteous  never  1 


4  Earthly  joys  may  all  decline 

At  the  mandate  of  the  Giver, 
Yet  why  shouldst  thou  e'er  repine, 
God  forsakes  the  ri^'hteous  never  ! 

5  "When  thy  final  hour  shall  come. 

Dark  will  be  death's  fearful  river ; 
But  a  voice  dispels  the  i^loom, 
God  forsakes  the  righteous  never  1 


THE  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  ARMY.    7s  &  6s. 


3  0,  do  not  be  discouraged,  For  Je-su3  is  your  Friend,  O  do  not  be  discouraged,  For  Jesus  is  your  Friend,  H»>  will 
2  Fight  01,  ye  lit-tle  soldiers,  The  battle  you  shall  win  ,  Fight  on,  ye  little  soldiers.  The  battle  you  shall  wiu.     For  ttio 


I   I   I   1   i   t   I   [      '  ' — — =,-n — I — [  \  '\  i  I  I 

give  you  grace  to  conquer.  He  win  give  you  grace  to  conquer.  And  keep  you  to  the  end.  I  am  glad  I'm  in  this  army,  Yes.  Tas 
Saviour  is  your  Captain,  For  the  Saviour  is  your  Captain,  And  he  has  vanquished  siu. 


glad  I'm  in  this  army. 

Yes,  I'm  glad  I'm  in  this  i 


And  I'll  battlf 
rmy. 


for  the  school. 


And  when  the  conflict's  over, 
Before  him  you  shall  stand  ; 
And  when  the  conflict's  over. 
Before  him  you  shall  stand, 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  for  ever, 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  for  evej, 
In  Canaan's  happy  land. 

Churua, 
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JESUS  EVER  NEAR.   C.  M 


1.  Dear  hiim,  er  ■  er  at    mj  side !  Row  loving  tlion  mast  be, 

2.  I    can -not  feel  thee  toad  my  liand  Wit'a  pressure  lijlit  and  mild, 

3.  Aid  when,  dear  Sariour,  I  kneel  down,  Murniug  and  night  to  prayer, 


Double. 

4v 


1^ 


Tj  lea7e  thj  home  in  heavea,  to  gnard  A  little  child  like  De ! 
To  ohei-k  rae  as  my  coth-  er  did,  When  1  was  bat  a  cfaiii; 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart,  Which  tells  me  thon  art  there. 


Thy  beanti-fd  and  shin  -  ing  face  I  see  not,  the' go  near;     Tno  sweetness  of  thy  soft,  low  voice  I  am  too  deaf  tj  b-^ar. 
Bnt  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts,  Fighting  with  sin  for  me;    And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know  The  sweetness  is  frem  tlie^. 
Yes !  when  I  pray,  thou  prayest,  too — Thy  pnyer  is  all  for  me,   But  when  I  sleep,  thou  sleepcst  not.  Bat  watchest  pa  -  tieat  -  ly. 
I     >  I     h  _         ^  J     ^  I     ^  -a^    -4^  _     -^.^  -a-  ^ 

-.-  :  ■■_.#-c.gz:ffr^:=^r|^5^£^|=zr 


T — i^- 


AND  DID  MY  SA7I0UR  BLEED 
Alaa!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovoreigu  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  euch  a  worm  as  I? 

Keraombor  me,  remember  mo, 
]>ear  Lord,  remember  uie ; 
Remember,  Lord,  thy  dying  groans, 
Aud  then  remember  me. 


Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 

He  hung  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  1  grace  unkno\<Ti ! 

And  io7«  beyond  degree !    Remember,  Sec. 


C.  M. 

3  Well  might  the  eun  in  darknesa  hid<?, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

Wlicn  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 

For  man,  the  creature's,  sin.  Remember,  <ic. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 

And  melt  my  eyes  in  tears.    Remember,  ^e. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe , 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 

'Tia  all  that  1  can  do.    Romember,  <feo« 


REMEMBER  NOW  THY  CREATOR." 


29 


1  Bfoaember  tliy  Creator  now, 

In  these  tliy  youthful  days  , 
He  will  accept  thy  earliest  vow, 
And  listen  to  thy  praise. 

2  Remember  thy  Creator  now, 

AnJ  seek  him  vrhile  he's  near  ; 
For  evil  days  will  come,  when  thou 
Shalt  find  no  comfort  near. 


3  Remember  thy  Creator  now  ; 

His  willing  servant  be  : 
Then,  when  thy  head  in  death  shall  b^iw, 
He  will  r-»member  thee. 

4  Almighty  God  !  our  hearts  incline 

Thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear  ; 
Let  all  our  future  divys  be  thine, 
Devoted  to  thy  fear. 


Tns  School. 


OUR  PASTOR.  S,  M. 

With  a  Chorus  KESPONtB  bt  the  Infant  Class. 


[-4— J 

1     1   ^  1 

4--)  ,  1 

1  n 

hy-*— g— 

3  cp— 1  1  

1 1 1 

f 

1.  To-day  a  youthful  throng.  Their  gratitude  to  prove,  Would  mingle  in    a  closing  song  Of  tenderness  and  love. 

i^g^^  '     ^  ^  '  ' 


-n — I  i  r 

p  Response  by  the  Infant  Class. 


zgiifgiDgi^  .  '-sr^  :Srrjr-5r-^r 

Our  pastor  dear,  our  pastor  dear.  We  sing  a  song  of  love  to  thee ;  Our  pastor  dear,  our  pastor  dear,  A  song  of  love  to  thet^. 


2  Why  has  a  pastor's  care 

So  kindly  been  bestowed, 
While  many  a  sweet  an  ardent  prayer 
From  his  fall  heart  has  flowed? 

3  And  why  has  truth  divine 

Soft  from  his  lips  distilled? 
Why  should  his  heart  so  much  incline 
Toward  every  little  child  ? 


4  0  may  the  God  of  grace. 

Who  all  the  glory  claims. 
Long  spare  him  in  this  hallowed  plao 
To  feed  the  tender  lambs. 

5  And  may  our  hearts  no  more 

Incline  to  sinful  ways, 
But  learn  onr  S:iviour  to  adore. 
And  give  to  God  the  praise. 


•  The  words  of  this  song  (without  the  chorus)  were  origiimlly  written  by  Dr.  Hoistings  for  a  S.  8.  Cekbratian  at  St. 
tJeorge'8  Church,  New-York,  then  under  the  paator-al  care  of  the  late  Dr.  Milnor.   The  respuuse  has  been  addtjd  afi  03 


appropriate  "  Refrain"  tor  the  little  ones. 
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CALL  THE  CHILDREN  EARLY. 


HENRY  ruCKEB. 


1  Call  the  children  early,  mother,  While  the  birds  do  sing ;  While  the  dew  is  on  the  flowers,Which  by  the  hillside  spring, 


Oft  repent  tho  waking  word,  Till  they  ilse  to  praise  the  Lord ;  Oft  repeat  the  waking  word,  Till  they  rise  to  praise  the  Lord. 


Catl  the  children  early,  father, 

While  the  dew  is  on  ; 
Great  the  work  that  mnst  be  done 

Boforei  the  morning's  gone. 
CftU  them  round  the  altar  bright 
On  which  burns  dovotion's  light. 


8 

Call  the  children  early,  teacher- 
To  their  wond'ring  eyes, 

Every  Sabbath  day,  set  forth 
The  pearl  of  richest  price. 

Call  them  early  to  the  Lord — 

Thou  shalt  reap  a  rich  reward. 


Call  the  children  early,  Shepherd, 
Give  the  lambs  thy  care  ; 

Bee  that  they  are  folded  safe 
Within  tho  house  of  prayer. 

Call  them  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
Lead  them  in  the  narrow  w  ay. 


CHRIST  FOR  ME. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


/  Mv  heart  is  fix'd  eternal  God,  Fix'd  on  thee,  fixed  on  thee  ;  \ 

V  i^iKi  niy  iinmortal  choice  is  made,  Christ  forme,      Christ  for  me./ He  is  my  Prophet,  Triest  and  King,  Who  did  for  me 


V.  c.  And  while  I've  breath  I  mean  to  sing,  Christ  for  me.  Christ  for  me. 


CHRIST  FOR  ME.    Concluded.  31 


2  la  him  I  see  the  Godhead  ehme 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me; 
He  iti  the  majesty  divine, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me; 
The  Father's  well-beloved  son, 

Co-partner  of  his  royal  throne, 
"Who  did  for  human  ^uilt  atone, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 


3  To  day  as  yesterday  the  same,' 

Clirist  for  me,  Christ  for  me; 
How  precious  is  his  balmy  name, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me ; 
Christ  a  mere  man,  may  answer  yoa 

Who  error's  winding  path  purnno. 
But  I  with  past  can  never  do, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 


I'LL  RISE  UP  EARLY  IN  THE  MORNING. 


Quick. 


I   2d  time.    WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


,  /  I'll  rise  np  ear-ly  in  the  morn -in  g.  The  morning  of  the  Sabbath  day,  \ 
V  I'U  rise  up  ear-ly  in  the  mora-ing,  Omit   ^  And  haste  to  Sabbath  sohool  away. 


For  oh,  I  love  the  Sabbath-school,  The  Sabbath-school,  the  Sabbath-school,  For  oh, 


Sabbath-school. 
I  love  the  Sabbath-school,  The  precious 


While  there  I'll  listen  to  my  teacher, 
And  treasure  up  what  he  may  say, 
"While  their  I'll  listen  to  my  teacher, 
Am  wp  to  heaven  he  points  tho  way. 
For  oh,  I  love  ray  teacher  dear, 
My  teacher  dear,  my  teacher  de^r. 
For  oh,  I  love  my  teacher  dear 
ISo  good  and  feiud  to  met 


I'll  learn  my  lesson  in  the  Bible, 

And  try  to  practice  what  I  learn  , 
1*11  learii  my  lesson  in  the  Bible, 

And  every  siuful  way  will  shnn. 
For  oh,  I  lovo  that  ble«sed  book. 
That  blesbed  boot,  that  blessed  book, 
For  oh.  I  love  that  bleusod  book, 
So  full  of  grage  aad  trath. 


Then  I'll  not  trifle  any  longer. 

Nor  throw  my  preci  jns  hours  away, 
Then  I'll  not  trifle  any  longer. 

But  go  to  Christ  without  delay ; 
And  dwell  with  him  in  heaven  atxive. 
In  heaven  above,  in  heaven  above — 
And  dwell  with  him  in  heaven  ubov^i. 

A  heaven  of  joy  aud  love. 
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A  HOME  IN  HEAVEN. 


Wards  by  Hev.  W-  EtJimrH,  U.  D. 


1.  A  home    in  heaven  !  what  a  joyful  thought,  A3  the  poor  man  toils  ia  his  weary  lot ;  His  heart  oppressed,  and  with 

2.  A  home    lu  heaven  !  as  the  sufferer  lies  On  hia  bed  of  pain,  and  uplifts  his  eyes    To  that  bright  home,  what  a 


anguish  riveu.  From  his  home  below  to  his  home  in  heaven.  His  home,  his  home,  his  happy  home  in  heaven,  Eia 
Jjy    isi  given,  With  the  blessed  thought  of  his  home  iu  heaveu. 

<g  •   <^       J  ^  ff  a  Iff    g  t«  •  ■■       ■      •  '  ^  .f^  <r — it — 


Repeal, 


A  home  in  heaven !  when  our  friends  are  fied, 
To  the  cheerless  gloom  of  tlie  raouldering  dead, 
We  w«iit  in  hope  t>n  the  promise  given  ; 
We  will  meet  up  there,  in  our  home  in  heaven. 

Chobuh. — Our  home,  Ao. 


3  A  home  in  heaven!  when  oor  pleasures  fade. 
And  our  wealth  and  fame  iu  the  dust  are  laid, 
And  strength  decays,  and  our  health  in  riveu, 
We  are  happy  still  with  our  home  in  heaven. 

CnoEUs. — Our  home,  (to. 

4  A  home  in  heaven  I  when  thtt  faint  heart  Meed-s. 
By  the  Spirit's  stroke,  for  its  evil  deeds  ; 

Oh  !  then  what  bliss,  in  that  heart  forgiven, 
Do*^  the  hope  iHspire  of  a  home  in  heaven 

Cnoaus. — A  home,  &o< 

6. 

Our  home  in  heaven!  O  the  glorious  home: 
And  the  Spirit  joined  with  the  Brido,  says  come ; 
Come  seek  his  face,  and  your  sins  iorgiven, 
And  rejoice  in  hope  of  your  home  in  heaven. 

Chobub. — Your  home,  <fco. 


TT  IS  WELL." 


QUARTETTE  oa  CHOIIl. 


1  "It  is  ■well  I  It   Is  well !  It  is  ■well !"  God's  vrays  are  al-^vays  right,  And  love  is  o'er  them  all.  Tbo'lar.'ibove  our  sight. 


"  It  Is  well  I" 
Though  deep  uiid  ri:>re  the  Hmurt, 
R«  wounds  ■who  knows  to  biud, 
And  heal  the  broken  heart. 


"It  is  well  r 
Thoush  sorrow  clonds  onr  way, 
'Twill  make  the  jt>y  more  dear, 
That  ushers  in  the  day  1 


"It  is  wcUr 
The  path  that  Jc&us  trod. 
Though  rou^'h  and  dark  it  b'i. 
Leads  home  to  bea^yen  and  Oo<L 


ALETTA.  7s. 


-^M.  B.  BRADBURY. 


J  /  Weeping  seal,  no  lunger  mocra,  Je-  sus  all  tty  griefs  hath  borne ;  \ 
\  View  him  Ueeding  oa  the  tree,   Poariag  oat  h'ia  life  for  thee;  /There thy  every  sin  Ee  bore. 


We^^iag  soul,  Liineni  no  fficru. 


2  All  thy  crimes  on  him  -were  laid ; 
See,  xiyon  hia  blameless  head 
Wratli  its  utmost  vengeance  pours, 
Dne  to  my  offence  and  yuurn ; 
Wearj'  tinner,  keep  thine  eyes 
Oil  the  at<ining  Ba(»,rifice. 


Cast  thy  guilty  boul  on  him, 
Find  him  mighty  to  redeem ; 
At  his  feet  thy  burden  lay, 
Look  thy  doubts  and  fears  a\yay ; 
Now  by  faith  the  Son  emltraoe. 
Plead  ]ns  promise,  trust  hii4  ^-co. 
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1  Shall  \f^m^  in  heaven  for  ever — Shall  we  sin":  ?  Shall  we  sing  P  Shall  we  siag  in  heaven  for  ever,  In  that  happy  lanJ " 
1 — i^-F: — — ' 


SHALL  WE  SING  IN  HEAVEN?  wm. b. BiLM^Mrruv. 

REFRAIN. 

 H-^^.  1  hJ- 


Tea !  oh,  yes !  in  th.it 


j    land,  that  happj  land,  Thej  that  ine^t  shall  siag  for  ever,  Far  hejoud  the  rolling*  riv-  er,  Meet  to  sing  and  lo\  e  for  ev  -  or,  In  that  happy  land. 


2  Shall  we  know  each  other,  ever, 
In  that  hind  ? 
Shall  we  know  each  other,  ever. 
In  that  happy  land? 
Yes  !  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
They  that  meet  shall  know  each  other, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  <tc. 
8  Shall  we  sing  with  holy  angels 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  eing  with  holy  angels 
In  that  happy  land? 
Yefl!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Saints  and  angels  sing  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  »to. 
4  yiiall  we  rest  from  care  and  sorrow, 
In  that  land? 
Shall  we  rest  from  care  and  Borrow, 
In  that  happy  land? 


Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  thttt  happy  hind, 
They  that  meet  shall  rest  for  ever. 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  (fee. 
6  Shall  we  meet  our  dear,  lost  children 
In  that  land? 
Shall  we  meet  our  dear,  lost  children 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yeb!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  happy  lnud. 
Children  meet  and  sing  for  ever 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river,  «tc. 
6  Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Saviour 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Saviour 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes!  oh,  yes!  in  that  land,  that  haj.<py  laud^ 
We  shall  know  our  blessed  Saviour, 
Fur  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Lovft  and  serve  Lim  there  for  over,  Ao. 


"Wordri  by  H,  S.  WASHhUKN. 
FuU  Chorus,  ff 
->  ^  N  N  I  — N- 


THE  GLAD  HOSANf^A, 

Semi-Chorus  oi  G-irJs.  j)p* 


Music  by  WM.  B, 
Full  Chorus. 
J*.  .    N  ,•>»  N 
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BEADBnEY. 


j  Shout  a  -  gain  the  glad  ho  -  san  -na!  Shout  a  -  gain  the  glad  ho  -  san  -  ii 

■  (  Un  -  der-ueath  our  stor-  r7   ban-ner,  Un  -  der-neath  our  star-  ry   ban-ner,  Let   the  twell-iug  an-thein  ring  :f 
-g^  -a^  i> 


)ur  tributes  bring,^ 

Di 

Is: 


Peace,  Peace,  Peace  1    For  the  Heavenly  Doto  de-scend-ing,  Whispers  to 


tioa,  Peace,  Peace,  Peaca ! 


h  "1 

'  r  ' 

Then  shout  again  your  glad  hosannas,  Shout  again  your  glad  hosannas.  Shout  again  !  shout  again !  shout,  shout  ngaia ! 

-19-'  -m-  -<•--(•-  ^ 

•  .'~        ^    ."^T    ^'  ^ 


:  O'er  the  hills  the  Day  is  breaking, : 

Brightly  glows  the  morning  star, 
:  And  the  toiling  bondman  haileth,  :|1 
Tidings,  tidings  from  afar: 
Peace,  &c. 


8. 

5;  East  and  "West  prolong  the  chorus, :! 

Nortli  and  South  are  foes  no  more  ; 
J:  War  has  ceased,  and  let  the  echo  rj 

Swell  along  froru  shore  to  shore: 
Peace,  &c. 


C:  Youth  and  age  repeat  the  story,  :j) 
God  hath  set  the  captive  free, 

5;  Unto  Him  be  all  the  glory,  :|| 
Peal  it  over  laiiil  and  sea: 
Peace,  Ac. 


•  TTiis  should  be  sung  in  strict  time,  and  6o  soft  as  to  produce  ^y  coniraat  the  efect  of  an  echo. 
Ooiupofiod  for  and  snng  nt  the  hemi-oentennlal  annlverBary  of  tJie  Am.  8.  9.  Union,  New  York.  May  8th,  1866L 


II  1.  la  the  Ctriitiin's  !i:nw  in  glorj,  There  remaiss  a  lanJ  of  rest.  There  Zij  Sjnccr's  gose  !x;:"?rf  ne,  la  fuBl  mj  sodI's  rMnost, 
I       2.  He  is  fmn?  up  cv  Eansion,  Which  eternaUy  sta'!  stai.!  For  nv  ttav  sbail  nrt  be  tran-ieat     In  tiat  bok,  happr  hio. 


3  Paia  aor  sickness  ne'er  shall  eater 
Grief  nor  woe  mv  lot  shall  share  ; 
Ba:  in  that  celestial  centre, 
I  a  crown  of  life  shall  -wear. 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  to. 


j4  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanqnished, 
I       And  hisi  sling  shall  be  withdrawn  ; 
I    Shout  for  gladness,  0,  ye  ransomed, 
i       Hail  with  joT  the  risin,^  morn. 
I         There  w  rest  for  the  eary, 

TEMFERANCE  HYMN. 


5  Sing.  0.  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory  , 
Shout  your  triumph  as  yen  go  ; 
Zion's  gate  will  open  for  you, 
You  shall  find  an  entrance  through. 
There  is  rest  for  th«  wejiry,  Sc. 


1,  O'er  the  dark  abodes  of  sorrow, 
Cheered  by  no  reviving  ray, 
Bright-ly  temperance  arising. 

Brings  a  bright  and  glorious  day. 
CnoRUS. — There  is  hope  for  the  fallen,' 
There  is  hope  for  the  fallen, 
There  is  hope  for  the  fallen. 
There  is  hope  for  all. 

Thousands  long  in  bondage  groauing, 
Hail  the  bright  and  glorious  light ; 


Se  e  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
Quickly  fiy  the  shades  of  night- 

3  May  the  heart-reviving  story, 

"^'in  and  conquer — never  cease — 
May  the  ranks  of  temperance  over 
Multiply  and  still  increase. 

4  Now  the  trump  of  temperance  soimdiag, 

Rouse  !  ye  freemen !  whv  delay? 
Let  your  voices,  all  resounding, 
Welcome  oa  the  happy  day." 


WHAT  MAKES  US  HAPPY. 


A  37 


D.  O. 


— ^~l^Sr 

are  we  aU  so  hap  -  py,  Singing  sweet,  while  we  meet,  Why  are  all  so  hap  py,  la  this  dear  retreat, 
are  the  fields  a  -  doming  Frcsh  aud  gay.  fresh  and  gay,  Beauci-fu2   Sun  Jay  tnorniag, 'Tis    a  " 

p  : — g-rS — S~r:  ~~  ^    ^    rf— qre— a^g- 


Guo.  That  is  what  makes  us  happy,  Singing  sweet,  while  we  meet,  TLa:  is  what  makes  us  happy,   In  this  dear  retreat 


Here  we  learn  a  Saviour's  name  How  on  earth  a  child  he  came,  Suffered  died  and  rose  again,  That     might  dwell  with  hira. 


What  are  the  wild  birds  singing. 

Full  of  glee — full  of  glee, 
Swiftly  their  pinions  winging, 

O'er  the  flowery  lea, 
Praising  the  God  who  made  them, 

Free  as  air — free  as  air. 
Kindly  his  hand  arrayed  the-ai, 
In  the  plumes  they  wear. 

"Wood  and  stream  and  meadow  gay, 
Join  the  merry,  merry  lay. 
Ail  are  prai-^ins:  God  to  duv. 
And  we  will  praise  him  too. 

Chobl'S. — That  is  what  make^,  <s:c. 


What  are  the  angela  einging. 

Robed  in  white,  crownrd  with  light, 
Everr  their  music  ringing, 
In  that  world  so  bright. 
Singing  of  grace  and  glory, 

Sweet  and  clear — sweet  and  clear, 
Telling  the  wondrous  story, 
Children  love  so  dear. 

Happy,  happy  an^'el  band. 

Round  our  Father's  throne  they  staiid 

In  that  pure  and  sunny  land, 

Our  hf'iiio  beyond  the  skv. 

Cnoiirs. — That  it>  what  makes,  etc 


33  PILGRIM,  HALTING,  STAFF  IN  HAND. 

SOLO,  OR  A  FETT  Voices.  vCHORUS.    .  ^  SOLO. 


CHORUS. 


1.  Pilgrim,  h-alting,  staCf  iu  Laud,  Haste  away  I  l)aste  away  I  Pilgrim,  halting,  staff  in  hand.  Haste,  haste  away 


E'en  this  path  where  thou  dost  stand,  Endeth  in  a    better  J?ind,  Far  away,     far    awuy,    Far,  far    a  -  way. 


tf_  J 

9 

«  

• 

m — 

»  ' 

am; 

i  ■ 

^ — 5! — ' 

2  Though  thy  way  seem  dark  and  loue. 

Look  above, look  above  ; 
Though  thy  way  seem  dark  and  lone 

Look,  look  above  ; 
All  is  lifjht  around  tho  throne- 
Sorrow's  8ij,'h3  are  there  uukoown — 

All  is  love,  all  is  love, 

All,  all  iu  lore. 


3  Pilgrhn  I  God  thy  guide  will  be, 

Him  obey,  him  obey  ; 
Pilgrim  I  God  tliy  guide  will  bo, 

Ilim.  him  obey  ; 
Trust  him,  though  thou  canst  not  see, 
'lis  his  baud  that  leadetb  thee 

All  the  r.uy,  all  the  vay. 

All,  »11  the  way. 


Hark  !  a  voice  of  melody  I 

"Pilgrim  come  I  Pilgrim  com*; !' 
Hark  !  a  voice  of  melody  I 

"Pilgrim,  come  home!" 
'Ti«  thy  father  calleth  thee. 
Onward  presb.  and  soon  thou'lt  be 

Safe  at  home,  safe  at  home, 

Safe,  safe  at  home. 


COTTAGE  CHANT.    L.  M. 


Wk.  11.  Bhapbuby. 


V   S    \  o 


;e3  aad  obey. 


.    —    -  -  -  -  u 

I     1.  My  gncioas  Loril,  I  own  th;  right  To  every  service  I  iviu  pay,  And  call  it   ray  gupreine  delight  To  bear  thy  dictates  aad  obey. 


COTTAGE  CHANT.  Concluded. 


2  What  is  my  being  but  fur  thee, — 
Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end? 
'Tis  luy  deligkt  thy  face  to  see, 

And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend. 

8  I  would  not  sigh  for  worldly  jo}''. 
Or  to  increase  my  worldly  good  ; 
Nor  future  days  nor  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroad. 


4  'Tis  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live — ■ 

To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died 
Nor  could  all  worldly  honor  give 
Such  bliss  as  crowns  me  at  his  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bless, 

When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more; 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  saving  love,  his  glorioua  power. 
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CANAAN'S  SHORE. 


2r 


er    of  death,  thy  stream  I  see,  Between  the  bright  ci  -  ty    of  rest  and  me  ;\ 

ess  thy  sa  -  ble  surge  I'll  brave.  For  sweet  is  the  prospect  beyond  thy  wave./   Waft  me,  oh,  waft  me 


-1 — ^ 


And  land  me,  dear  Saviour,  cn  Canaan's  shore. 


3  What  is  it  gilds  tliy  darksome  foam. 

'Tis  light  shining  forth  from  my  hajjpy  home, 
Music  that  thrills  my  soul  to  hear, 
Seems  floating  me  over  thy  nurfuco  drear. 
Waft  me.  So. 


t — r 


2  Why  should  I  fear  to  stem  thy  side. 
With  him  who  has  loved  me  as  guard  and  guide: 
Wisdom  and  power  control  thy  flood, 
While  faith  says  my  passage  was  paid  withblocnj^.. 
Waft  me,  kc. 


4  Help  me.  I  feel  the  waters  risi», 

Yet  visions  of  glory  still  glad  ray  eyes, 
Saviour,  I  come— I  soon  shflU  be 
Among  the  blest  purchase  of  Calvaiy. 
W  ift  me,  ic. 


THE  ROYAL  PROCLAMATION. 

CEIORUS.  / 


the  roy  -  al  proc  -  la  -  mation,  The  glad 
to    ev-ery  creature.  To  the 
banner    flying,  Hear  the 
roy  -  al     fa  -  vor  Now  is 


I  /Hear  1 
'•V  Publ 
/  See  the  ro  -  yal 
■  \  "  Ke-bel  sinners, 


tidings    of  sal 
ru  -  ined  sons  of 
heralds   loudly  crying, 
offered    by    the  Saviour: 


10  


-  va-  tiun,  \ 

nature;  /  Jesus  reigns,  Jesus  reigns,  Jesus  reignb, 
)  Jfcsus  reigns,  Jesus  reigns,  Jeaus  reigns,  , 


Je  -  sus  reigns,  he  reigns  victorious.  Over  heaven  and  earth  most  glorious,  Jesus  reigns,  Je  -  sus  reigns,  Jesus  reigus  ! 


"  Here  is  wine,  and  milk  and  honey  ; 
Cor.ie,  and  purchase  without  money  ; 
Mercy  flowing  from  a  fountain. 
Streaming  from  the  holy  mountain." 
CAo,— Jesus  reigus,  iic. 


V — i»» — 1^- 


1  >  1^  1 1 

s — 7 

Shout,  ye  tongues  of  every  nation, 
To  the  bounds  of  the  creation  ; 
Shout  the  praise  of  Judah's  Lion, 
The  Almighty  Prince  of  Zion. 
Cho. — Jesus  reigns,  ^cc. 


5. 

Shout,  ye  saints,  make  joyful  mention, 
Christ  hath  puithased  our  redemption  ; 
.Angels,  shout  the  pleasing  story, 
Through  the  brighter  worlds  of  glory, 
Cho. — Jesus  reigns,  aco. 


ONE  THING  NEEDFUL.     L.  M.       WM.  B.  BEADBURY. 


1  JesQS,  en^ave  it  on  my  heart,  I  could  from  all  things  parted  be, 

^         That  thou  the  one  thimr  needful  art ;  But  ne  vi^r,  never,  Lord,  from  thee 


ONE  THING  NEEDFUL.  Concluded. 
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2  Seedfiil  Is  tliy  most  precious  blood, 
To  reconcilo  my  soul  to  Qo'l ; 
Needful  is  thy  indulgent  care  ; 
Needful  thy  all  prevailing  prayer. 

3  Needful  thy  presence,  dearest  Lord, 
True  peace  and  comfort  to  afford ; 
Needful  thy  promise,  to  impart 
Fresh  life  aud  vigor  to  my  heart. 


4  Needful  art  thou,  my  guide,  niy  stay, 
Through  all  life's  dark  and  weary  wuy; 
Nor  less  in  death  tliou'lt  needfjl'be. 
To  bring  my  spirit  home  to  the«. 

6  Then  needful  still,  my  God,  my  Kiug, 
Thy  name  eternally  I'll  sing  I 
Glory  aud  praise  be  ever  his, 
The  ouo  thing  needful  Jcsua  is. 


3 


OYER  THE  OCEAN  WAVE.  Missionary. 

I      .     I  I.I,, 


D.C 


,  /  0  -  ver  the   ocean  wave,  far,  far    a  -  way,  \ 

■  VThere  the  poor  heathen  live,  waiting  /  for  day; 

/  Pi  -  ty  them,  pi  -  ty  them,  Christians  at  home,  \ 
'     \Haste  with  the  bread  of  life,  hasten  /  and  come. 


ropmg  In  ignorance,  dark  as  the  n)<,ht.\ 
0  blessed   Bi-ble    to  give  thein  the  light.  ^ 


I      ^    I  ^     ■  I 

2  Bowing  to  idol  gods,  daily  they  pray, 

"  Pity  us,  Juggernaut!  we've  given  away 
Li^^cs  of  our  children  dear,  thee  to  appease. 
Give  to  ua,  give  to  us  tokens  of  peace."— C'Ao. 

3  Here,  in  this  happy  land,  we  have  the  light 
Shining  from  God'b  owu  word,  free,  pure  and  bright ; 


Shall  we  not  send  to  them  Bibles  to  read. 
Teachers,  and  preachers,  and  all  thai  they  need  l—Cho. 
4  Then  while  the  mission  ships  glad  tidings  bring. 
List!  as  that  heathen  band  joyfully  sine, 
"  Over  the  ocean  wave,  oh  !  see  them  come. 
Bringing  the  bread  of  life,  guiding  us  home." — C?u). 


1  Star  of  eternal  day. 

Cloud le?.8  and  bri^'hf. 
Guide  of  the  pilgrims'  way, 

Banish  my  Qight ; 
Come  thnu  celestial  Dove, 

Dwell  iu  my  htiirt  i 
Source  of  immortal  love  ' 

Never  depart. 


STAR  OF  ETERNAL  DAY. 

Oh.  how  I  long  for  thee. 

Spirit  divine. 
What  is  the  world  to  me, 
Jesus  Is  mine. 
2  "When  Bhall  my  wanderings  ceiii*. 
When  shall  I  rest 
Safe  in  the  port  of  peO'Wi 
Happy  aud  bleat, 


There  from  tliy  dear  embrace 

Severed  no  more 
Lord,  I  shall  see  thy  face, 

Priiise  and  adoro. 
Oh  !  I  would  fly  to  thco, 

Spirit  divine  ; 
Eiirtli  has  no  tie  for  me, 

J->sa.<i  id  mine. 
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LOOK  ALOFT. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  In    the  tempest    of    life,  when  the  wind  and  the  gale  Are   a  -  round  and  a-bove, 

2.  If    the  friend  who  embraced    in  pros-per  -  i  -  ty'3  glow,  With  a  smile  far  each  joy 

3.  Should  the  visions  which  hope  spreads  in  light  to  thine  eye,  Like  the  tints  of    tlie  rain  • 


if  thy  foot  -  ing  should 
and  a  tear  for  each 
boA'  be   swift -er  to 


fail,  If  thine  eye  sliould  grow  dim,  and  thy  cau  -  tion  de  -  part, 
woe,  SiioulJ  betray  thee,  when  sor  -  rows  like  clouds  are  ar  -  rayed, 
fly,     Then      turn,  and  thru' tears     of    re -pent -ant   re  -  gret. 


Ltwk  a 
Look  a ■ 
Look  a 


loft, 
loft, 
loft, 


look   a  -  loft,        look  a  • 
look   a  -  loft,        look  a 
look   a  -  loft.        lovik  a  - 


"* — ^ 

loft,  and  be  firm,  and  con  -  fid  -  ing  of  heart,  Look  a  -  loft,  and  be  firm,  and  con -fid -ing  of  heart, 
loili  to  tlie  friendship  which  uev  -  er  shall  fade.  L-ook  a  -  loft,  to  the  friendship  which  uev-er  shalltadt;. 
luft,   to     the  sun    that    ia   uev-er      to     set,    Look  a  -  loft,  to     the    sun    that   is»    nev-er     to  s>-;t. 


4  Should  the  dearest  ot  earth,  the  son  of  thy  heart— 
The  wife  ot  thy  bosom— in  sorrow  depart  ; 
Look  aloft  from  the  darkness  and  dust  of  the  tomb. 
To  the  boil  where  afifection  is  ever  in  bloom. 


5  And  oh  I  when  death  comes,  in  his  terrors  to  cast 
His  fears  on  ih-i  future.  \m  pall  on  the  p-idt. 
In  the  moment  of  darkness,  with  hoj«e  in  thy  ueirt, 
And  a  smil^  in  thine  eye.  look  aloft,  and  flepart 


WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT.  7s. 


1st. 


4<{ 


(Pleasant  is  the  Sabbath  bt-ll.  In  the  light,  in  the  light,  Seeming  much  of  joy  to  tell,  In  the  light  of  God. 
But  a    music     sweeter     far,  In  the  li^rht,  in  the  light,  Breathes  where  angel  spirita  are,  In  the  li^rht  of  God. 


— 

8hall  we  ever  rise  to  d^vell, 

iu  the  light,  in  the  light, 
Where  immortal  pruises  swell, 

In  the  light  of  God  ; 
And  can  children  ever  go. 

In  the  light,  in  the  light, 
Where  eternal  Sabbnths  glow. 

In  the  light  of  God. —  Chorus. 

3  Yes,  that  bliss  our  own  may  be, 

In  the  light,  in  the  light. 
Ail  the  good  shall  Jesus  see, 

In  the  light  of  God ; 
For  the  good  a  rest  remains, 

In  the  light,  in  the  light, 
Where  the  glorious  Saviour  reigns, 

In  tht  light  of  God. — Chonis. 


CALL  TO  PRAISE. 

1  CniLDREX  of  the  heavenly  King, 

Iu  th.e  light,  in  the  light, 
As  we  journey,  sweetly  sing, 

In  the  light  of  God ; 
Sing  f»ar  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 

In  the  light,  in  the  light. 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  waj's, 

In  the  light  of  God. — Chorus. 

2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 

In  the  light,  in  the  light. 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod, 

In  the  liu'ht  of  God  ; 
They  arc  iiappy  now.  and  wc. 

In  the  light,  in  the  light. 
Soon  their  happiness  .>ihall  nee. 

In  the  light  of  Gud. — Chorus, 
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THE  SWEETEST  NAME. 

EATH  GrvrV  BtM  A  NAiES  ABOVE  EVSKY  NAilK."  gM. 


Ist.    [2d.  End.  REFRAIV. 


D.  a 


I  .  (  Tl,eiV\iJ  no  uamesc  sweet  on  earth.No  name  so  sweet  In  heaven,    )  ^ 
^'  \  The  name  before  Lis  wondrous  birth  To  Clirist^the  Saviour,givc  n.  )  A^e  I 
D.  C.  For  there's  no  word  ear  ever  beard,  So  dear,  so  sweet,  a3  Je-sus, 


[Jesns: 

>ve  to  bing  around  our  King,  And  hail  Idm  biesaod 


-t-^  1  ar^-]  1  ^ 

2l  His  hnman  name  they  did  proclaim, 
When  Abram's  son  thev  seal'd  him : 
The  name  that  still  by  God's  eood  will. 
Deliverer  revealed  him. — cViO. 
3  ATid  when  he  hung  npon  the  tree. 
They  wrote  his  name  above  him. 


That  all  might  see  the  reason  we 
For  evermore  must  love  him. — Cho. 
4.  So  DOW  npon  his  Father's  throne, 
Almiphty  to  release  us 
From  sin  and  paius,  he  gladly  rol^rnsJ, 
The  Prince  and  Saviour,  Jesus. — CT'M, 


JESUS  IS  OUR  SHEPHERD.    6s  &  5s. 


Earnestly, 

A  ^  > 


1  Je-sus   is  our  Shepherd,  Wiping  every   tear;    Folded   in  his  bosom,  Whathave  we  to  fear? 

-•^     ^  .  ,       _  tf-     J  .  -g-;  ^  ^Tv_ 


On-ly   let  us  fol- low  Whither  he  doth  lead.     To  the  thirsty  de  -  sert,  Or  the  dew-y  mead. 


JESUS  IS 


OUR  SHEPHERD.  Concluded. 
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Jeens  Is  our  She)  ■nerd  ; 

"Well  wc  know  r^is  voice ; 
H^iw  il5  gentlest  ^hi5per 

Makes  our  hein  t  rejoice  I 
Even  when  be  <Hadoth, 

Tender  is  his  t(  iie  ; 
Noao  bat  he  sfafdj  ^uide  aa, 

V/e  art>  bis  nloiie. 


& 

Je^^.s  is  oar  Shepherd  ; 

for  ite  she^p  he  bleJ  ; 
Everv  lamb  is  sprinkled 

With  th6  blood  he  shed. 
Then  on  etich  he  setteth 

His  own  secret  sien: 
"They  that  have  my'Spirit, 

These."  saith  he.  "  are  mine." 


Ji-L-ns  Is  our  Shepherd, 

(ruided  by  his  arm, 
Though  the  wolves  may  tlireateD 

^<"one  can  do  us  harm". 
When  we  tread  death  s  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  e\il, 

Victors  o'er  the  tomb. 


tANAAN. 


Arrange 


1 — "—I — r 

J  /Come,  children  let  us  sweetly  sin^.  We  are  fconr.-'.  for  the  l.-in  i  of  r.-maan  ; 
\  All  glory  give  t<>  Christ,  our  King,  We  are  ix-ond  for  the  land  of  [omit . . ]  Cricaaa.    O  Canaan,  briirht  Caraan.Wt 


bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan 


0  Canaan,  it  is  my  happy  home.  We  are  b^und  fr^r  th-^  land  of  Ca-na'ju. 
«»  ,  o  g   g    ^  au  ~^  rr  -y  10- 


U  Come,  then,  and  join  our  happy  band. 
We  are  bound  for  tlie  laud  of  Canaan ; 
To  ever  dvrell  at  CiuHt's  right  hand, 
We  are  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 
Chords. — 0  Canaan,  (tc. 


T — T 

Then  louder  etill  our  songs  shall  rise — 
We  are  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan ; 

When  -vre  are  far  beyond  the  hki^;* — 
Wo  are  bound  for  the  land  of  Can.mL 
Chorus. — 0  Canaan,  (i'o. 


4C  SAFE  AT  HOME. 

Words  by  Hon.  ROB'T.  H.  PHUYN.* 


*^     1  Whe'u  the  bat  -  tie    is  fcrugf 


lOs  8l  lis. 

Muaio  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


:ht.  ami  the  vie  -  to  -  ry  won.  Life's  tri  -  als  are     ended,    and  life'q  duties  doi>€ 
2     TLe      most  youthful  soldier     will  then  have  a  share,   la  hear- en  -  ly    mansions  prepared  for    us  there'. 


-o  «-^o — «  49  a — — m  o  IB  j 

e  — 

o — m — 

  ~0 — SP*— ^ 

V — — ^— r    ^        1              \      1  ' 

& — »  

1 

REFRAIN. 
J  \ 


Then  Je- sus.  our  Saviour,  will  welcome  ua  home.  Xo  more  in  this  desert  of  sin  we  shall  roam.  Safe,  safe  at  home, 
The    song  of  redemption,  from  infants,  shall  swell,  As  of  Jesus,  to  wouJering   an-  gels  they  tell. 


Safe,  safe  at  home,  No  more  to  roam.  No  more  to  roam,  Safe,  safe  at  home. Safe,  safe  at  homf>,  No  more,  no  more  to  roam. 


3  Though  taken  from  earth  in  life's  earliest  morn, 
The  crown  of  our  Saviour  we'll  ever  adorn. 

I^Iore  bright  than  the  stars  will  thy  ransonioJ  ones  bhine. 
For  the  radifinoe,  dear  Saviour,  's  eternally  thine. 

4  Oh,  then  will  our  hearts  swell,  with  rapture  supreme, 
For  Jesus,  thy  glories  will  over  us  beam. 

Our  minds  with  the  riches  of  wisdom  be  stored, 
For  God  will  be  known  and  for  ever  adored. 

•  The  Refrain  tins  been  added  to  ike  original  h^mn. 


I  WOULD  LOVE  THEE  HEAVENLY  FATHER.  8s  ^  7s. 

CHORCS. 
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,  /  I  would  love  bhee,  Iletxvenly  father,  My  Redeem  -  er  and  my  King;  \ 
\  I  would  love  thee,  for  without  thee  Life  is  but    a   bit-ter  thing.  /   I  would  love  thee,  I  would 


4  


m 


*  love  thee,  My  Redeemer  and  my  King ;  I  would  love  thee,  I  would  love  thee,  My  Redeemer  and  rav  Kijig 


2  I  would  love  thee  ;  every  blessing, 
Flows  to  me  from  out  thy  throne, 
I  would  love  thee ;  he  who  loves  thee. 
Never  feels  liimself  alone. — Cho. 


I  would  love  thee ;  look  upon  me, 
Ever  guide  me  with  thine  eye; 

1  would  love  thee ;  if  not  nourished 
By  thy  love,  my  soul  would  die.— 


■Cho. 


CAPTIVITY.  L.M. 


WM.  B.  BRADBCRY. 


T'.^f<L»l.\A  Kmltn  f.-^  r^t,Sdt  down  h*'  "^^"'^  rnrvU».of.\i?   ii-f^Aam^  ICa  TVAtif     ..mfli  rl.\lAriil  *l-.-**f  J  AnnF^ijaa;!  \  Tiil  7 i.-\n  woa  r\rr  r^AiirntTiF  t)',.i  r'u 


1.  WheQ  we.oar  wearied  liabs  to  rest,Sat  down  by  proad  Enphrates  streams.We  wept — with  doleful  tho'ts  oppressed,.liid  Zion  wm  our  cournful  tLorc 

m 


2  Our  harps,  that,  when  with  joy  we  sung, 
Were  wont  their  tuneful  parts  to  bear, 
With  silent  string,  neglected  hung, 
€n  willow  tr^es  that  withered  there. 


How  shall  we  tune  our  voice  to  sing, 
Or  touch  our  harps  with  skillful  hand; 

Shfill  hymns  of  jo\-,  to  God  our  Kiuij, 
Be  sang  by  slavea  in  foreign  laudij? 
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OH,  THAT  WILL  JOYFUL  BE. 


1.  Oh,  that  will  joy  -  ful   be,  When  we  walk  by  faith  no  more,  "When  the  Lord  wcloveil  before  As  brother  man  we  see, 

2.  Oli,  that  will  joy  -  ful   be,  "When  to  meet  us  rise  and  come  All  our  buried  treasures  home— A  giaJsome  company.' 

^  ^  h  I    ^  ^  ^  n  ^  js.      ^    j*.  j«.     je.  .^t        ^  ^ 


When  he  welcomes  us  a  -  bore,  "When  we  share  his  emile  of  love.  Oh, 
"When  our  arma  em -brace    a  .gain,  Those  we  mourned  so  loug    in  vain. 


that    will  joy  -  ful 


I  Ul  I 


be,  Oh,  that  will  joy  •  ful,  joy  •  ful  be,  Ohj  that  will  joy  -  ful  be.  Oh.  that  will  joy  -  ful,  joy  -  ful 
?  A         -tf.   ^     ^  jB.  a.  - 


be. 


3         Oh,  that  will  joyful  be, 
When  tho  foes  we  dread  to  meet, 
Every  one  beneath  our  feet 

We  tread  triumphantly. 
When  we  never  more  can  know 
Sbghte^t  touoh  of  pain  or  woe. 

Chorus. — Oh,  that  will,  <fec. 


4.         Oh,  th<it  will  joyful  be, 

When  we  hear  what  none  can  tell, 
xVnd  the  ringing  chorus  swell 

Of  angel's  melody. 
"When  we  join  their  songs  of  praise, 
ilalli'lnjahs  with  them  raise — 
Ckarus,— Oh,  that  will,  &o 


THE  GOSPEL  SH1P» 
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1 

M 

_-, 

* — » 

j  Tne  gos  •  poi  BUip  13  sail  -  ing,  sau  -  ing,  sau  -  mg,  i  oe  ros-  rei  smp  is  sailing,  Bound  for  Canaan's  hannv  shore  : 
'  \  All  who  would  slilp  for  glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry,  All  who  would  ship  for  glory,  Come  and  welcome,  rich  and  poor. 


T-v-r-r-  ^ 

Glo  •  ry,  hal-lo  -  In  -  jah  I  All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing,  Glo-ry,  hal-Ie 


lu-  Jah  1  Hal-lo-  la  -  jah  to  th»^  Lamb  I 


2.  She  has  landed  many  thousanda, 

Thousaada,  thouHands, 
S5ie  has  landed  many  thousands, 
On  fair  Canaan's  happy  shore ; 
And  thousands  now  are  eailiag, 

Sailing,  sailing, 
And  thousands  now  are  sailing, 
Yet  there's  room  for  thousaads  more. 

Glory,  hallelujah,  <fcc. 

3.  Hails  filled  with  heavenly  breeze.s, 

Breezes,  breezes. 
Sails  filled  with  heavenly  breezes, 
fcstt'iftly  glidea  the  fahip  along. 


Her  company  are  singing, 

Singing,"  singing. 
Her  company  are  singing, 
Glory,  glory  is  their  song. 

Glory,  hallelujah,  <feo. 

4.  Take  passage  now  for  glory, 

Gloiy,  glory, 
Take  passage  now  for  glor}'-, 
Sailing  o'er  life's  troubled 
With  us  you  shall  bo  happy, 

Happy,  happy, 
With  us  you  sliall  be  happy, 
Happy  through  eternity. 

ulory,  hallelujah,  do. 
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.GOSPEL  TRUMPET. 


WM.  B.  BBADBURV 


a.  . 

s — e — 9    ^  [na_i_5  S_4 

.'^  ."^  -S-  ■ 

m — o — ^ 

— 3 — 5 — ^ — 

10 — » — 

— > — ' 

10  «  - 

^  ^ — i 

^—5^ 

reach  from  pole  to  pole.  From  the  soow-clad  mountain  peak  O'er  the  smilinf?  vales  below.  Let  the  healing  ftream  of 
D.  Is.   Let  the  gospel  trumpet  sound,  j\ud  the  joyful  tidiugs  roll,  Like  the  mij^hty  waves  uf  o- 


^ — ^ — ^ — a^— 'I  >  >» 

END. 


iner  -  cy  Like  a  gentle  riv  -  er  flow ;  /  For  the  time  is  drawing  near.  And  a  glorious  time  'twill 
cean  wide,  That      reach  from  pole  to  pole.    \   And  Mes  -  si  -  ah's  ho  -  ly  name  Be    in  ev  -  ery  rlime  a- 


iCSz^ — :  .  

--t»   

I.*    >  U 

 — $ia  «  -< 

-s- 

^=^- 

1     1"                                          1                 V       ^  N 

J  ^ — 3 

D.  i^. 

be.     When  the  truth  shall  o- ver- spread  the  earth.  As  wa  -  ters  fill  the 

dored.  And   the  kingdoms  of  the  world  become   The  {Omit  

N     ^  "iSL  "ft  1^  A.    -^i*::*::^  . 

_^  *■    *    1^  0  g  g>    I  >       -      '        ■    -T--«g      *      '  '  ■   rn- 


}    king  li-iiasi  of   the  Lord. 


GOSPEL  TRUMPET.  Concluded. 
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2  Oo  ye  furtti  to  every  laud, 

Preach  the  gospel  ia  my  name, 
Wft.H  the  Saviour's  jrreat  couimaad; 

Joy  to  every  soul  proclaim, 
To  tbe  weary  tell  of  rest ; 

(»pcn  wide  the  p  rison  door, 
Fear  ye  not,  for  I  pm  with  you. 

Till  the  world  shall  be  no  more. 
Lo.  the  mission  fields  are  whild 

"With  your  banners  wide  unfurl'd. 
Go,  ye  heralds  of  aalvatio-j, 

Preach  repeniance  to  tho  world. 


With  the  BiMo  in  your  hand, 
And  your  Father's  smile  to  cheer, 

You  shall  reap  a  golden  harvest, 
And  the  happy  time  is  near. 
Cfioms.  Let'the  gospel,  &o. 

3  From  their  idols  turned  away. 
By  the  light  of  pardoning  love. 
Shall  the  nations  learn  to  i)ray 

To  the  God  who  reigns  above  ; 
from  the  islands  of  the  deep. 
Over  India's  saltry  plain, 


Shall  a  choral  hymn  b«  waftod 

To  our  native  land  aa;hin. 
For  the  time  is  drawing  near, 

And  a  glorious  time  'twill  b<\ 
When  the  truth  shall  oversprecd  tlie 
earth. 

As  waters  fill  the  sea  ; 
And  Messiah's  holy  name 

Be  in  every  clime  adore;4. 
And  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  become  i 

The  kingdoms  of  the  Lord. 
ClioriLU.  Let  the  gospel,  &c. 


THE  MORNING  BELLS.    8s  &  7s. 


FLVK.  CHORUS. 


.  /Tlark!  the  mornin?  bells  are  ringing  I  Children,  hasto  without  de  -  lay  ;\ 

VPrayv^  of  thuusanJs  now  are  winging,  Up  to  heaven  their  si-lent  way  ./Come,  children,  come  I  tbe  bcils  are  riiiginj;, 
1).  a  Let    us  all     u  -  nite   la    sing-ing.  All  ti  -  nite   in  bol  -  emu  prayer. 


% 

\ 

ro  the 

school  with  baste  repair; 

~1 

1  1 

'Tis  an  hour  of  happy  meeting. 

Children  meet  for  praise  and  prayer; 

But  the  hour  is  short  and  fleeting," 
Let  us  then  be  early  there. 
Chorus.  Come,  children,  &o. 

8 

Do  not  keep  our  teachers  waiting, 
While  yoa  tarry  by  the  way  ; 


Nor  disturb  the  school  reciting, 
'Tis  the  holy  Sabbath-day. 
CTionts  Come,  children,  «i-c. 

4 

Children,  haste  !  tho  bells  are  nnsiug, 
And  the  morning's  bright  and  iklr; 

Thousands  now  unite  in  singing. 
Thousands,  too,  in  solemn  pvrtycT. 
C/urm.  Come,  cL"  Qdxoo,  <to. 
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THE  BRIGHT  CROWN 


c.  m. 


VTM.  B.  BRADBUHY. 

^         ,  p,H0i;r3. 


  1  ^— J — — ' — Tr— ^> — :ti3 


ii 


nev  -  er  mind  tt^Bsnor_Jho_f™wn^of_^h^^ 


3a 


iT'  Nvill  ^  %  niake  the  crown  the  brighter  to  shine,  When  we  have  the  crown  to  wear, 
i  s-' —  *  '  ' 


All  earthly  pleasures  we'll  forbake, 
When  heaven  appears  in  view, 

In  Jef.us'  etreugtu  we'll  undertake 
To  fight  our  passage  through.  Cho. 


3  0  what  a  glorious  ehout  there'll  "be, 
When  we  arrive  at  home, 
Our  friendfl  and  Jesus  we  shall  see, 
And  God  shall  say,  '*  WeU  done."  ChD 


Hymns  to  the 


HEAVENLY  CANAAN.    C.  M. 

Ok  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
T<^  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  laud, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

Cho. — Let  us  never  mind  the  sccffs,  &o. 

2  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plaina 

Shines  one  eternal  day; 
Their  God,  the  Son,  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

3  No  chilling  winds  nor  pois'nons  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore  ; 
Bickuess  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  folt  and  feared  no  more. 

4  "U"hen  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest! 
"When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  on  his  bosom  rest  ? 


HEAVEN.    C.  M. 

1  Three  ?8  a  climo  whero  Jesus  relgus, 
A  home  of  grace  and  love, 
"Where  angels  sing,  in  sweetest  etraiuf.. 
Of  his  redeeming  love. 
Cho. — Let  us  never  mind  the  scoffs,  «ta 

3  And  children,  too,  will  join  to  blesri 
TJio  precious  Saviour's  name. 
Clothed  in  his  perfect  righteousness, 
And  saved  from  sin  and  shame. 

3  Tot  all,  alas  I  may  not  be  there. 
For  some  will  slight  his  grace  ; 
Kow,  though  he  calls,  they  do  not  otire 
To  tnra  aad  s.^ek  his  faco. 


*  Bright  Crown." 
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4  He  says  to  all  "  Come  uato  me, 
And'  [  will  give  you  rest." 
Oh  1  linger  not,  but  ha.ste  to  bo 
With  his  salvation  blest. 


THE  BLEST  GOSPEL  BANNEE. 

LInsic,— "  The  Star  Spangled  Banner.""  p.  22. 

1  It  first  was  unfurled  upon  Bethlehem's  plain, 

Where  shepherds  their  lone  starry  night-watoh  were 
keeping : 

And  Judea's  hills  echoed  back  the  refrain, 

While  God's  chost'U  race  all  unconscious  were  sleeping, 
As  angelic  bands  lifted  high  in  their  hands 

The  standard  which  yet  was  to  conquer  all  lands, 
O  say,  does  the  blest  gospel  banner  yet  wave 

Over  altars  and  homes,  and  the  path  to  the  grave  ? 


2  Yes!  from  dark  lonely  watch-towers  It  floated  for  years 
When  dim  mists  and  black  shadows  enveloped  the  agos, 
At  first  crimsoned  with  blood,  and  then  darkened  witii 
tears, 

With  which  martyrs  recorded  thtir  names  on  6flrtli''3 
pages. 

Now  hath  vanished  the  night,  and  we  hail  the  glad  M^hi^ 
Which  illumines  that  banner,  unfurled  to  our  sight, 

•Tis  the  blest  gospel  banner — long  may  it  wave 
Over  altars  and  homes,  «ind  the  path  to  the  grave. 


8  And  thus  be  it  ever  with  the  foes  of  the  right, 

Who  hurl  on  our  cause  their  fierce  imprecations, 
For  God  helps  to  triumph  in  his  i  oly  might, 

The  men  who  will  serve  him  through  all  generations; 
And  when  dust  to  dusi  ahall  return,  as  it  must, 

We  may  praise  him  forever,  -^ho  now  is  our  trast: 
And  the  blest  gospel  banner  iu  glory  shall  wave. 

Over  altars  and  homes,  and  the  path  to  the  grave ! 

KaTB  CvVMiiKOX, 
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J — 


RESTING  AT  HOME. 

  I       I  St.  I  I  2d.  \_ 


Wm.  B.  Bhapduht. 

I  \ 


4  /Clieer-ful-k,  fheer-ful-ly    cuward  we  mo7e,  A  \ 
*  \  hap  -  py,  bright  band  to  the  la.idthit  'we  love,  From  whose  gol 


Iden  fates  we  shall  wander  no  more,  A  land  where  tbe 


f — -T—^ 


1-4- 


4—4—)- 


gorrowij  of  life  shall  be  o  er,  Where  is  freedom  from  sin,  and  from  sorrow  aad  night,  A  land  fuU  of  ho  -  li  -  ness,  fceantj,  aai  light-, 


POgrims  and  strangers,  uo  more  shall  we  ream,  Hap  -  pi  -  Ij,  hap  •  pi  ■  ly  rcst-ing  at  heme ;  Hap  -  pi  -  ly,  hap  -  pi  -  ly,  resting  at  hoiM. 


i  1  1  '1 


Cheerfully,  cheerfully  we  will  attend 
The  message  which  Christ  thro'  our  teachera  shall  send, 
A  mesbage  of  freedom,  a  message  of  peace. 
From  Satan's  temjitations  a  final  release, 
Oh  !  welcome  the  da.v,  when  thus  ransomed  from  sin, 
The  tt*acher  and  scholar  shall  both  enter  iu. 
CHOiiiia — Pilgrimb  auJ  btraagers, 


Cheerfully,  cheerfully  angels  shall  wait, 
To  welcomt  us  ia  at  the  bright,  pearly  gat«! 
A  Sabbath  so  sacred  I  so  glorious  we'll  spend, 
A  long  day  of  resting  that  never  shall  end. 
One  sweet  song  of  praise  to  the  La.mb  that  was  slain  I 
When  we  pass  over  Jordan  we'll  praise  him  again. 
CQ0fiD3. — Pilgrims  and  strangera.  &c. 


LET  ME  GO.    8s  &  7s. 


Words  by  Kov   L  HARTSOUGH. 
S.J.  N  S 


WM.  B.  BHAUBUKY 

^  I 


^'5 

1  Let  me  go  where  saints  are  going,    To   the  mansions  of  the  blest,  Let  me  go  where  my  Re- 


CUORUS.  Let    me  go,  'tis  Jesus   calls  me,   Let  me  gain  the  realms  of  day,  Bear  me   o  -  ver,  angel 


deemer     has  prepared  his  people's  rest.      I  would  gain  the  realms  of  brightness,  Where  they 

^.jf    3?:  •         i    J?:   3?:    j»  . 


dwell  for  ev-er-more,    1  would  join  the  friends  that  wait  me,  Ov  -  er    on    the  other  shore. 


Let  ino  go  where  nunc  are  weary, 

Where  iH  raised  no  wail  of  wue. 
Let  me  go  and  bathe  my  spirit, 

in  the  raptures  angelH  know. 
Let  me  go,  for  bliys  etern:il, 

Lures  my  noiil  away,  away, 
AimI  the  victor  s  soug  triuuipbant, 

ThxUla  my  heart,  1  caimot  stay. 


3  Let  me  go,  why  should  I  tarry? 

What  has  earth  to  hind  me  here? 
What  but  cares  aud  toils  and  sorrows? 

Whar  but  death  and  pain  and  fear? 
Ltt  me  go,  for  hopes  most  cherished, 

Blasted  round  ia<i  ofteu  He. 
O!  I've  gathered  brigiitcst  flowors, 

But  to  Boe  them  fade  and  lUe, 


5G 


Obntlv.  . 
Ihr —  ^ 


CHIDE  MILDLY  THE  ERRING, 

1st.  I  2d.  end. 


6s  5Si 


Wm.  B  CUADbCTCV. 


I.  /Chide  mildly  the  srring,  Kind  language  endears, \ 

Viricf  follows   tlK)  hiniGl,  Add  not  to  their  J  tears; 

0.  /The  lieart  which  is  stcicJ^fen  Needs  never  a  blow,  \ 

\The  heart  whieh  is  stncKen  Needs  never  a  /  blow. 


A  -  void  with  reproaches  Fresh  pain  to  be  -  stow. 


2  Chide  mildly  the  erring, 
•  Jeer  cot  at  their  fall. 
If  strength  be  but  Lumaa, 

How  weakly  were  all? 
Wliat  marvel  that  footsteps 
ishould  wander  astrny. 


When  tempests  so  shadow 
Life's  wearisome  way. 

3  Chide  mildly  the  erring. 
Entreat  them  with  care, 
Their  nature's  are  mortal, 


They  iiee  l  not  ^iespair. 
We  all  Lave  soms  irailty, 

AVe  all  are  unwise. 
The  grace  which  vedeoms  us 

Must  come  from  the  skies. 


ALL  WILL  BE  WELL. 


Wm.  B.  BiuDutniv. 


"All  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love  God." 

 ,  f»t-, — L_„  > — w  .  , 


w    9  ST 

1.  Thro' the  love  of   God  our  Saviour,  All  will  be  well.  Free  and  changeless  Is  His    favor,     All,  all    is  Wi-ll. 

-  -  -      -  -       -     -  .  _      _  - 


/Precious    is     the  blood  that  healed  us,\ 
\Perfect      iH      the  grace  that  se;iled  us,/    Strong  the  hand  stretched  cut  to  shield  us,  All  must   be  well. 


ALL  WILL  BE  WELL.  Concluded. 
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2  Though  wc  pass  through  tribulation,  All  will  be  well , 
Onra  is  unch  a  full  salvation,  All,  all  is  well ; 
Happy,  still  iu  God  contidintj, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Clirist  abiding 

Holy  through  the  Spirit's  guiding,  All  must  be  Well. 


3  "A'e  expect  a  bright  to-morrow,  All  will  he  well ; 
Faith  cHu  sing  through  days  of  aorrow.  All,  all  ia  wellj 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying. 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying.  All  must  be  well. 


Cheerfully. 


WHEN  THE  DAY  WITH  ROSY  LIGHT.  7s. 

Words  contributed  by  LuciUS  Ha3T,  Esq. 


1^  > 

J  /When  the  day,  with  rosy  light.  On  the  Sabbath  morn  appears, \ /To  the  Sabbath  school  we  go,  \ 
\And  the  dusk  -  y  shades  of  night  Melt  away  in  dew  -  y  tears,  /l,Glad  to  hear  instruction  there  •/  Sing  the  songs  that 


Softly  on  the  Sabbath  air 

Swell  our  h^-mns  of  grateful  love  ; 
Jesus  listens  to  our  prayer. 

Hears  the  chihlren's  strains  above. 
They  who  early  seek  his  grace, 

Objects  of  his  tender  care, 
Sing  the  songs  of  endless  praise, 

In  heavenly  mansions  fair. 
King  the  song.  Sing  the  song. 

Sing  Mie  songs  uf  endless  praise, 
In  heavruly  aianhions  iw. 


3  He  who  left  his  throne  above, 

Poor,  lost  sinners  to  redeem. 
He  whose  words  are  life  and  love — 

Jesus  Christ  shall  be  our  theme. 
Thus  to  Sabbath  school  we  ^o, 

In  its  sacred  duties  share. 
Learn  the  songs  of  heaven  below, 

And  gladly  worship  thert). 
Learn  the  song.  Learn  the  song. 

Learn  the  songs  of  heaven  L^low^ 
And  gladly  woi-ship  tliere. 
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THE  MITES.    Penny  Contribution  Soog. 


-  c 

 t:     s?;  . 

•  * 

1  Tho  inites  have  the  blessing,  The  mil-lions  have  naught ;  Our  faith  thus  expressin?,  Our  £rif>  wc  have  brought ; 
D.  0.  mite3  have  the  blessing,    The  mil-lions  have  naught;  Our  faith  thus  expressiug,   Our  gilt  we  have  ?irought. 


Had  vre  followed  love's  promptings,  It  might  have  been  such  As  to  for-felt  the  promise,  By  giv-ing  too  much.  Th<3 


2  The  inites  haye  the  blessing; 
Oh  I  wheu  shall  vre  learu 
The  firbt  Gospel  leasoii, 
And  from  tlie  world  turn 


And  leave  to  the  miser 
His  gulden  delights  ? 

Far  better  aud  wiser 
Witli  our  blesned  mi  tea 


ROCK  OF  AGES.  7s. 


Db.  T.  HASTINGS. 


.Fine. 


D.  C. 


1  Rock  of   A-ges  ckft  for  ine,  Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee!/  Let  the  wa -ter  and  the  blood.  \ 

\  From  thy  riven  side  which  flowed.  / 
r>.  C.  Be   of  sia  the  duu-ble  cure,  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


ROCK  OF  AGES.  Concluded. 
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2  Not  tlie  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  Thy  law's  demands : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  Bin  could  not  ntone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone! 

8  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring  ; 
Simply  to  Th}'  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 


Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace* 
Fonl,  I  to  Thy  fountain  fly , 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die  I 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  clo&e  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment- throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  rne, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee 


HAPPY  NEW  YEAR. 

— N  S — K-^jt—j^t— 

1  We   wish    you     all     a. . .,    bappy  New  Year,  Wc  wish  you  all    a     happy  New  Year,  We  -wish  yoa  all,  we 


-  1^ 

wish  you    all      A    hap  -  p3 

ha 

-            V  -a#- 
1  -  py   New  Year. 

,  

1   y  ^  ij„-_L 

 i 

 ^ 

 if— 

 ^ — 

— ^ — 

We  wish  our  pastor  a  happy  New  Year, 
We  "wish  our  pastor,  wish  our  pastor 
A  hflppy,  happy  New  Year. 


We  wish  our  teachers  r  happy  New  Year, 
We  wish  our  teachers,  wish  our  teachers 
A  happy,  bappy  New  Year. 

8 

Wo  wish  our  superintendent  a  happy  New  Year, 
Wo  wish  our  superintendent,  wish  our  euperiutondont, 
A  happy,  happy  New  Year. 


We  wish  our  country  a  hapi^y  New  Year,:  God  bless  cur  land  this  happy  New  Yeoij 
We  wish  our  country,  wish  our  country  God  bless  our  hvud,  God  bless  our  Lind, 
A  happy,  happy  New  Year.  I       Tills  happy,  happy  New  Year. 

•  Omit  slurs  for  third  atrain. 


00 


Qdiok. 


THE  BIRD'S  SONG. 

May  be  bcno  A8  a  Solo  oa  SsMi-UHonas. 


-t— — "-*-^t — I — r 

1.  1  asked  a  swett  robin,    one  morning  in  Maj-,  Who  sung  in  the  api)le  -  tree,  o  -  ver  the  way,  What 'twas  she  was 

2.  "  Tee-to  -  tal !  oh  !  that's  the  first  word  of  my  lay.  And  t^n,  don't  you  see  how  I  rattled  away  "?     I  just  have  beeu 


Iff:  in 


:ff=:ff::g=p: 


1  1  t-n 


^1 


-I — r 


CHORUS. 


.  »^  .  ,  "-i,»-^-H  1  ^-^..^^^.^ 

g  BO  sweetly  a  -  bout  ;  For  I'd  tried  a  long  time  but  I  could  not  find  out;  "Why,  I'm  sure,"  she  replied,  "you 
g  my  beak  in  the  spring,  And  brushing  the  face  of    the  lake  with  my  wing:  Cold. .  water  !  cold  Tater  !  yes. 


singin 
dippin 


I — 1 — 1 — I— 


1 — I — r 


Girls 


Boys. 


Girls. 


Boys. 


cannot  guess  wrong.  Don't  you  know  T  am  singing  a  temperance  song  ?  Cold  water  I  cold  water  !  cold  water  !  cold 
that  is  my  song.  And  liove  to  keep  singing  it  all    the  daylong.   Cold  water!  cold  water !  cold  water !  cold 


All  tht  birds  6c  the  oold  water  army 


long. 


3  ''And  now,  my  sweet  MiSH,  won't  you  give  me  a  orurab 
For  the  dear  little  nestlings  remaining  at  home; 
And  one  thing  beside,  since  my  story  you've  heard, 
I  hope  you'll  remember  the  lay  of  the  bird, 
And  never  forget,  while  you  list  to  my  song, 
All  the  birds  to  the  cold  water  army  belong,'* 
Cold  water !  &c. 


WILL  YOU  GO? 


4—1—1- 


■  rW'e're  trav'ljng  home  co  fieav'n  above,  "Will  yoa  go?  will  you  g 

\  To  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love.  Will  you  g-o?  will  you  go? 
D.C.  And  milllonanow  are  on  the  road,  Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 


D?\ 


aud  priests  to  God. 
illions  have  reach'd  that  blest  abode,  Anointed  kings 


m-m — 
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2  "We're  going  to  see  the  bleeding  Lamb, 

Will  yoa  go?  will  you  go? 
In  rapturous  strains  to  praise  liis  name, 

Will  you  go  ?  will  you  go  ? 
The  crown  of  life  we  there  shall  wear, 
The  canquercr's  palms  our  hands  shall  bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  we'll  bhare; 

Will  yon  go  ?  will  yon  go  ? 


Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  come, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
In  the  blest  house  there  still  is  rouin, 

Will  yon  go?  will  you  go  ! 
The  Lord  is  waiting  to  receive, 

If  thou  wilt  on  him  now  believe, 
Ue'll  give  thy  troubled  conscience  eatfl. 

Will  you  go  ?  will  you  go  ? 


Spirited. 


LABAN.     S.  M. 


De.  L.  mason.  1S80. 
— UJ— ^  ,  ^  V-^ 


1  ify'  soul,  be  on  thv  guard,  Tec  thousand  foes  arise  ;  And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard,  To  draw  thee  froui  the  skk't!. 


Oh  !  watch,  and  fight,  and  priy  ; — 
Thfl  battle  ne'er"' give  u't-r, 

E^new  it  bohHy  every  iLiy, 
And  help  'iiviue  iinpl'->re. 


Ne'er  think  the  vict'ry  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down ; 

Thine  ardnonti  work  will  not  be  done, 
Till  tLva  obtnin  thy  crown. 


Fisht  ou,  my  «nnl,  till  de.«.th 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  Go<i: 

He'll  take  thee  at  thy  parting  oreotll 
To  Lla  divine  abode. 


WY  OWN  NATIVE  LAND 


I've  roamtii  o\  er  mountain, I've  crossed  over  fiood.I've  traversed  the  wave-rolling  sand;  Tho'  the  fields  were  as  green, and  tbe 

D.  B.  The' the  fields  were  as  green  .and  the 


moon  shone  as  bright,  Yet  it  was  not  my  own  native  land.  No,  no,  i.o,  no,  no,  no,  No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
ifluon  shone  ae  bright,  Yet  it  wa?  not  my  own  native  land. 

m=r~'" —   — . — — j--^.^ 


[ 

2  The  right  hand  of  friendship,  Low  oft  htivt  I  grasped, 
And  bright  eyes  have  smiled  and  looked  bland  ; 
Yet  happier  far  were  the  hourg  t!.at  I  pdased 
In  tho  west — in  my  own  native  land. 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  yes. 
Yet  happier  far  were  the  hourb,  &c. 


3  Then  hail,  dear  Columbia,  the  land  that  we  luve. 
Where  flourishes  Liberty's  tree  ; 
'Tis  the  birth-place  of  Freedom,  our  own  native  home, 
'Tis  the  land,  'tis  the  land  of  the  free. 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  yes, 
'Tis  the  birth-place  of  Freedom,  kc. 


IMPORTANCE  OF  THE  BIBLE  TO  THE  3 

1  How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts 

And  guard  their  live.s  from  fin  ? 
Thy  Word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
I'o  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  'Tis,  like  the  eu:i,  a  heavenly  light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  day, 
And,  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lend  our  way. 


Tune.— BROWN,    Page  97. 

3  Thy  precepts  niake  us  truly  wise : 

We  hate  the  binner"b  road ; 
"We  hate  our  own  vain  thoughts  that  ride. 
But  love  thy  law,  O  God, 

4  Thy  wurd  is  everlasting  truth  ; 

How  pure  is  every  page  I 
That  holy  book  shall  guide  onr  youth. 
And  well  eupport  our  age. 


Hymns  to  the  Tune 


THE  BIBLE. 
1 

Thank  GoJ  fur  the  Bible !  'tas  Cere  that  we  tlaJ 

The  story  cf  Christ  ar»l  his  love — 
tlow  Le  came  down  to  earth  from  his  beautiful  home, 
lu  the  manslous  of  glory  above  ; 
Thanks  to  him  we  will  bring, 
Praise  to  him  we  wii^  sins. 
For  he  came  down  to  earth  from  hia  beautiful  home, 
la  the  mansions  of  glory  above. 


While  he  lived  on  this  earth,  to  the  sick  and  thn  blind, 

And  to  mourners  his  blessinia  were  given ; 
And  he  said  let  the  little  ones  come  unto  mo. 
For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Jesus  calls  lis  to  come, 
He's  prepared  us  a  home. 
For  he  said  let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me, 
For  of  euch  Is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

8 

In  the  Kible  we  read  of  a  beautiful  lund. 
Where  sorrow  and  pain  never  come  ; 
For  Jesus  is  there  with  a  heavenly  band. 
And  'tis  there  he's  prepared  us  a  homo. 
Jesus  calls,  shall  we  stay  ? 
No  I  we'll  gladly  obey. 
For  Jesus  is  there  with  a  heavenly  band, 
Aud  'tis  there  he's  prepared  us  a  home. 

4 

Thank  God  for  the  Bible  I  Its  truth  o'er  thn  f  arth 

We'll  scatter  with  a  bountiful  hand; 
But  we  never  can  tell  what  a  BiMe  is  worth. 
Till  we  go  to  that  beautiful  land. 
There  cur  thanks  we  will  bring. 
There  with  angels  we'll  sing, 
And  Its  worth  we  can  '^ell,  when  with  Jesna  wo  dwell, 
In  he.ivea — that  beautiful  land. 


own  Native  Land." 


03 


MY  DEAS  SXTITDAY  SCHOOL. 
1 

To  the  sports  of  the  thought!es^  or  plessnro  of  tla, 

Some  give  the  sweet  Sabbath  of  rest ; 
Bat  away  with  all  sports,  or  pleasures  bo  vala. 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  is  the  bfb% 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  bent. 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  best. 
But  away  with  all  sports,  or  pleasures  no  vain, 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  is  the  best. 

3 

I  love  my  companions,  I  love  yonth'a  gay  fecenej., 

"With  brightness  and  purity  bleat ; 
Yet  better  by  far  Is  the  sweet  Sabbath  moni. 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  bwt. 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  b««r. 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  besL 
Yet  better  by  far  Is  the  sweet  Sabbath  morn, 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  Is  tho  best. 

8 

I  lova  the  sweet  birds,  and  the  fields,  and  the  flowers, 

In  beauty  so  charmingly  dressed  ; 
But  there's  purer  delight  in  the  still  sacred  hours, 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  is  the  befit, 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  best. 
My  dear  Sunday  School  Is  the  best. 
Bat  there's  purer  delight  In  the  still  sacrod  hours 
For  my  dear  Sunday  School  ifl  the  b»>dt. 

4 

Then  IH  sing  of  my  school,  and  the  Sabbttth  I  lovo, 

Bright  emblems  of  heavenly  rest ; 
Thou  Guide  of  my  youth— thou  S.ivlour  dlvlnt;  1. 
Oh,  bring  me  to  share  in  that  rest. 
Bring  me  to  share  lu  that  reKt, 
Bring  me  to  share  in  that  rest, 
Thon  Guide  of  my  youth— th.'U  Saviour  divinel 
Oh,  brln^  mo  to  bharo  iii  tliat  re^st. 


ZION'S  HILL. 


WM.  B.  BRADDUKY. 

CnORUS.— Very  Spiuitbd. 


J  /  What  are  these sonl-reririnj  gtnia>i  Wb'ch  fobo  ttins  from  Salem's  plains  P  \ 
\  Wliat  antLeffisloiid  and  leaner  still,  So  8weftljFomid  [pmit  ]  from  ZiiG's  hill  ?  /  Eo-san-na,  ho-san-na,  ho-san-aa  to  tho 


-p — ^ 

Lamb  of  GoJ !  Oo  -  san  -  na,    lio  •  saa  •  ni,    Iia  -     - 1\,   in  the  Mghe,st,  in  tlio  high  -  est,   iii  tho  hi^'h  ■  i^-t 


2  Lo  !  'tis  an  infant  chorus  Plugs, 
HoHannas  to  the  Kin*^'  of  kin^fs, 
Tht'  .Saviour  comes  I  and  babty  proclaim 
SulTation  seat  in  Jesns'  name. 
Cfto.   Hosanna,  hosanna,  ^tc 


3  Messiah's  uame  shall  Joy  impart, 
Aliko  to  JeM'  an  J  Geutile  heart ; 
He  Med  lor  us,  he  MeJ  tor  youj 
Aud  we  will  binj?  hosanna  too. 
C'Ao.   Hosanna,  hoHauua,  A'c. 


1  Proclaim  hosanaad  l^ad  and  ( Imr  ; 
h*ee  David's  Son  aud  Lord  apptMr  ! 
All  praise  on  earth  to  him  be  gi-Ati:, 
And  glor>-  shout  thro'  highest  heaven. 
Cho.   Hosanna,  hosanna,  ic. 


WARD.    L.  M, 


Arranged  by  Dn.  L.  MASOK. 
"4- 


WARD.    Concluded.  (55 


L^>u<l  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar; 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide  ; 
While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

3 

There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  ; 

Life,  love,  and  joy  still  srliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

4 

That  sacred  stream,  thine  holy  word, 
Supports  our  faith,  our  fear  controls; 

Sweet  pea«e,  thy  promises  atford, 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 


Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundation  move. 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 

ZION  ENCOURAGED.  L.  M. 

1  Ziox,  awake;  thy  strength  renew ; 
Put  on  thy  robes  of  beauteous  hue; 
Church  of  our  God,  arise  and  shine, 
Bright  with  the  beams  of  truth  divine. 

2  Soon  shall  thy  radiance  stream  afar, 
Wide  as  the  heathen  nations  are  ; 
Gentiles  and  kings  thy  light  shall  view; 
All  shall  admire  and  love  thee  too. 


LONELY  TRAVELER. 


ut  my  journey's  end  is  near — Soon 
A»k  me  not  with  y»a  to  stay,  Yoa  - 


shall  I  rest  I 
der's  my  homo 


4  I'm  a  traveler,  and  I  go  "Where  all  is  fair  ; 
Farewell,  ail  I've  loved  below— I  must  be  there. 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain,  All  I  resign  ; 
Welcome  Eorrow,  grief,  and  pain,  If  heaven  be  mine. 


2  I'm  a  weary  traveler  here,  I  must  go  on, 

For  my  journey's  end  is  near,  I  must  be  gone. 
Brighter  joys  than  earth  can  give,  "Win  me  awayj 
Pleasures  that  for  ever  live—I  can  not  stay. 

3  I'm  a  traveler  to  a  land  "Where  all  is  fair, 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band — All.  all  are  tlwre. 
Where  no  tear  shall  ever  fall.  Nor  hearts  be  ead  ; 
Where  the  glory  is  for  all,  and  All  are  glad. 

5  I'm  a  traveler — call  me  not — Upward  my  way  ; 
Yonder  is  m.y  rest  and  lot  ;  I  can  not  stay. 
Farewell,  earthly  pleasures  all,  Pilgrim  I'll  ro»»n  , 
Hail  me  not — in  vain  you  call,  Yonder'9  my 
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THE  RIVER  OF  LIFE. 


4-1-4- 


^ — , — P  ^  ^  ■  — ^ — ^ 

1  Oh  1  there  is    a    riv-er  whose  fresh  waters  flow  O'er  earth's  broadest  surface,  a  cure  for  all  woe  Its  streams  are  all 


r3^ 


1    r  1    '      '  I — i — r 

CHORUS.—^  little  Faster. 


healing,  there's  life  in  each  wave,  Oh,  try  it  and  prove  it, 'tis  mighty  to  save.       Jesus  calls,  will  you  come  ?  will  you 


1 — i — r 


i — I — r 


2±± 


r — r-"f 


come  ?  will  you  come  ?  will  you  come  ?   Je  -  sus  calls, will  you  come  ?  will  you  come  ?  Come  to  Je-sus,  come  now. 


,  CODA  Original  Time.  ^  ^ 

■itz  i—r^—  a.  1 — I  !  ^  


I     I  I 


 „  .  »     '    ■  ^  

Yea,  come,  O  come  to  Jesus,  Come  to  Jesus,  come  now.  Yes,  come,  O  come  to  Jesus,  Come  to  Jesus,  come  now. 


THE  RIVER  OF  LIFE.  Concluded. 
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3  Oh  !  drink  of  this  river,  its  f-iU  crystal  Sood 
Et-freshes  and  lightens  of  sin's  wearr  load. 
It*  ripples  ne'er  mix  with  the  biliows  of  strife. 
This  is  the    Pare  Eiver  of  Water  of  Life.'*— C%on»*. 


3  This  beaoMtni  nver  oar  ooist  treil  car  be, 
Tis  fresh,  overdosing,  and  better,  'ris  frc-e  I 
The  sin-sick  rejoice  in  this  peace-speakins  tidiv, 
Tiiis  river  is  J*!sas,  the  *•  once  cruci^ed."— CAorirfc 


GRATITUDE.     L.  M. 


HOST, 


1  Mv  God  :  hoTv  endless  is  thv  love  I  Thv  eifts  are  every  evening  new;  And  morninsr  mercies  from  abr.ve.Gentlv  cU:;l.^e  early 


2  Thou  spreAd'st  the  curtains  of  the  nisht. 
Great  Guardian  of  mv  sleepins  hours  1 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores 'the" light, 
And  quickens  ail  my  drowsy  powers. 


8  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command ; 
To  thee  I  consecrat«  my  days  ; 
Perpetual  bles^ines.  from  thy  hand, 
Demand  p€ri>etual  songs  of  praise. 


MORNINGTON.   ?•  3L 


LOKD  ilORN'IN'GTO-V. 


1.  Xot  all  the  b!ood  of  beasts.  Oa  Jewish  altars  gliin.  Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace.  Or  wash  away  the  gtain. 

2.  But  Chris:. the  heavenly  Lamb.Takes  a'.i  oar  sin3  a-way  ;   A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name.  And  richer  blood  than  they. 


3  My  faith  would  lay  her  harid  14  Mv  soul  looks  b<ick  to  see  '5  Be'iev^n^,  we  r-^Vace 

On  that  dear  heal  of  Ti.ine.  \       The  burdens  Thou  diist  bear.  |       To  see ^the  curse  remove  ; 

While  hko  a  pen: tent  I  itacd,  I    When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tre«,  )  We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voio©. 

And  there  confess  BY  Sin.  |      And  hopes,  her         waa  there.  |      And  sing  His  bieeiiog  lore 
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Moderato, — Gently, — Smoothfif. 

 ^  >  ,  W-r~N- 


HERE  IS  KO  REST. 


Wm,  E.  BaADBURY. 


I  2d. 


J    /  Here  o'er  the  earth  as     a   stranger    I  roam,  Here     is      no     rest  ; 

'  \  Here  as     a    pilgrim     I    wander     a  -  lone,    (Omit  ) 

D.  c,    My  heart  doth  leap  while  I  hear  Je  -  8U3  say,     (Omit  ) 


Yet  I  am  blest; 
There,  there    is  rest. 


D.  C. 


For 


»  ^(9  S- 


look   for -ward    to  that  glorious  dnr,  When  sin     and    sor-row   fchall  van 


and  sor 


way  ; 


Here  are  afflictions  and  trials  severe, 

Here  is  no  rest ; 
Here  I  must  part  with  the  friends  I  hold  dear, 

Yet  I  am  blest, 
Sweet  is  the  promise  I  read  in  his  word, 
Blessed  are  those  who  have  died  in  the  Lord, 
They  have  been  called  to  receive  their  reward, 

There,  there  is  rest. 


This  world  of  care  is  a  wilderness  state, 

Here  is  no  rest ; 
Here  must  I  bear  from  the  world  all  its  hate, 

Yet  I  am  blest. 
Soon  shall  I  be  from  the  wicked  released, 
Soon  shall  the  weary  for  ever  be  blest, 
Soon  shall  I  lean  upon  Jesus'  owu  breast- 
There,  there  is  rest. 


LIVING  WATERS.    C.  M. 

Tune.— ALEXANDER.    Page  75. 
1  Oh  !  what  amazing  words  of  grace 
Are  in  the  gospel  found  ! 
Suited  to  every  sinner's  case. 
Who  hears  the  joyfal  sound. 

3  Come,  then,  with  all  your  wants  and  wounds  , 

Your  every  burden  bring  ; 
Here  love,  unchanging  love,  abounds, 
A  deep,  celestial  spring, 
^  This  spring  with  living  water  flows. 
And  heavenly  joy  imparts  ; 
Come,  thirsty  souls,  your  wants  disclose, 
And  drink  with  thankful  h»arts. 

4  A  host  of  sinners,  vile  as  you, 

Have  here  found  life  and  peace  ; 
Come,  then,  and  prove  its  virtues  too, 
And  drink,  adore  and  blesa. 


j»  ALL. 


THE  PLEASANT  SABBATH  BELLS. 

Boys.     Girls.  All. 


6L» 


T  T 


J  /The  Pabbath  bells  are  nD!rin<^,  Ringing,  rinfring.  The  Sabbath  bells  are  ringing.  Then  liaste  without  de  lay 
■  vTo  join  in  prayer  and  singing,  Singing,  singing,  To  join  in  prayer  and  singing:,  0    children,  come  a  -  wav. 


way.y 


*  CHORUS 


1 — 

1                          '           '  1 

I  pleasant      Sabbath  bells,  Their  joy  -  ful   ring  -  ing  tells    that   the  hour  for     Sabbath-school  has  come 

: — (»       m   »  m  ' 


-      ^  ^     1         -     S  ^ 

2  The  hour  of  pleasant  meeting, 
Meeting,  meeting, 
The  hour  of  pleasant  meeting, 

We'll  all  be  ready  there; 
Teachers  and  scholars  greeting. 
Greeting,  greeting. 
Teachers  and  eciiolars  greeting 

To  join  in  praise  and  prayer. — C/u?. 


-      .   ^  

3  Let  none  outside  be  staying, 
Staying,  staying. 
Let  none  outside  be  staying, 

Or  loitering  by  the  way  ; 
But  here  their  lessons  saying. 
Saying,  sa^-ing, 
But  here  their  lessons  saying. 
Enjoy  this  blessed  day, — CAe. 
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SWEETLY  SING,  S\¥EETLY  SING. 

Words  by  Miss  J.  W.  SAMPSON". 

-J  -|N — ^ — — N — ^ 


.  N  


1.  Sweet -Ij  sing, 
s  ^  .« 

sweet -Ij  sing, 

.fiL    4».  ^ 

-0  W  — 

!*rais-es    to  o 
-  - 

IS    t«    t« — ' 

or  heayenly  King;  Let  ns  raise, 

IB.    ^               1        N  ^. 

Is— r^— ^ — ^"[7?  — ® — ^~ 
ti   [rte    k    1  [U    \^  _j, — 

let   ns  raise  1 

-i» — «» — a»— 

[igh  onr  notes  of  praise; 
--(«--«-  1 

 ^ — t — ' 

_|     _N  f 


Praise  to  Him  whose  naffle  is  love,  Praise  to  Him  who  reigns  a -bove;  Raise  your  songs,  raise  yonr  songs,  Kow  with  thankful  tongnes. 

^       N  ^.   ^  ^  N 


1  ^ — — ^ — ^-c^ — ^ — j- 


;ongnes 


3. 

Far  away,  far  away. 
We  in  sin's  dark  valley  lay, 
Jesus  carae,  Jeaus  came, 
Blessed  be  his  name  ! 
He  redeemed  us  by  his  grace. 
Then  prepared  in  heaven  a  place 
To  receive — to  receive 
All  who  will  believe. 


Angels  bright,  angels  bright. 
Robed  in  garments  pure  and  white, 
Chant  his  praise,  chant  his  praise, 
Tn  melodious  lays  ; 
But  from  that  bright,  happy  throng, 
Ne'er  can  come  this  sweetest  song — 
Kedeeming  love,  redeeming  love, 
Brought  us  here  above. 

DIFFUSION  OF  THE  GOSPEL.    S.  M. 

1  O  Lord  our  God!  arise; 

Tiie  cause  of  truth  maintain, 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world, 
Extend  her  blessed  reign. 

2  Thou  Prince  of  life!  arise, 

Nor  let  thy  glory  cease  ; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  gi'ace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 


Now  we  know — now  we  know 
We  to  lieaven  must  shortly  go 
Soon  the  c-all — soon  the  call 
Comes  to  one  and  all. 
Saviour  !  when  oilt  time  shall 
Take  us  to  our  heavenly  home. 
There  weil  raise  notes  of  praise. 
Through  unending  days. 


Tjine— STATE  ST. 

3  Spirit  of  grace!  arise. 

Expand  thy  healing  wing, 
And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world, 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

4  Let  all  on  earth !  arise, 

To  God,  the  Saviour,  sing  ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Let  echoing  anthema  sing. 


TO  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL.   Tune. Svieeilj  sing. 
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1  Early  rise,  early  rise, 

As  the  Sabbatli  school  you  prize ; 
Haste  awiiy,  haste  away,  'Tis  tlie  Sabbath  day. 

We  raust  neither  work  nor  play; 

Nor  from  Sabbath  school  must  stay  ; 
This  the  rule,  this  the  rule,  Go  to  Sabbath  school. 

2  Sabbath  school.  Sabbath  school, 
How  1  love  the  Sabbath  school? 

Let  us  go,  let  us  go,  Wiser  still  to  grow. 
Here  we  read,  and  sing,  and  pray, 
Talk  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way; 

Hie  away,  hie  away,  On  this  holy  day. 


3  Children  here,  ciiildren  here. 
Come  to  learn,  obey,  and  fear, 

Fear  the  Lord,  fear  the  Lord,  Head  his  holy  word. 

Thus  shall  love  and  filial  fear 

Mingle  with  devotion  here, 
Pressing  on,  pressing  on,  Youth  will  soon  be  gone. 

4  We,  in  youth,  we,  in  vouth, 
Will  obey  and  love  the  truth  ; 

Walk  therein,  walk  therein.  Turning  from  all  sin. 

Then,  when  age  and  death  come  on, 

We  may  safely  lean  upon 
jJesus'  breast,  Jesus'  breast,  Die,  and  be  at  rest. 


STATE  STREET. 

4 — I — I  1-^- 


S.  M. 


J.  C.  "Woodman. 


1.  How  sweet  the  melting  lay  That  breaks  upon  the  ear,  When,  at  the  hour  of  rising  day  Christians  unite  in  prayer. 

2.  The  breezes  waft  their  cries.  Up  to  Jehovah's  throne;  He  listens  to  their  bursting  sighs, And  sends  his  blessings  down. 

3.  So    Jesus  rose  to  pray,  Before  the  morning  light ;  Once  on  the  chilling  mount  did  stay.  And  wrestle  all  the  night. 

J— ^-r^-n-'^-r*^-«»-S— ^-r ««— «-^-n-^-r  ^.  1 


THE  ACCEPTED  TIME. 


1  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace  ; 
Now,  sinners,  come,  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  th' accepted  time  ; 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day ; 
To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late ; 
Then  why  should  you  delay? 


3  Now  is  th'  accepted  time ; 

The  gospel  bids  you  come, 
And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls, 

And  feast  them  'with  thy  love; 
Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly 
To  bear  the  news  above. 


SING  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 


i=s-  "> — ■ 

"Worship  the  Saviour   on    high,   Worship  the  Saviour,  Worship  the  Saviour,  Worship  the  Saviour  on  high. 


Praise,  praise.  yielJ  him  with  gladness, 
Earth,  earth,  banish  thy  gioom  ; 

"Where,  death,  where  is  thy  sadness? 
Jesus  returns  from  the  tomo, 

Jesus  returns, 
Jesus  returns  from  the  tomb. 


Rise,  rise,  free  from  thy  mournin.!: 
Light,  light,  spreads  from  the  sky. 

See.  see,  bright  the  day  dawning, 
Jesus  is  risen  on  high  ; 

Jesus  is  risen, 
Jesus  is  risen  on  high. 


Hail,  hail,  children  adore  him. 
Here,  here,  anthems  should  ring, 

There  there,  dwelling  before  him, 
Loudest  hosannaa  we'll  sing  ; 

Loudest  hosannas. 
Loudest  hosannas  we"il  sing. 


THE  HOME  MISSIONARY'S  EXAMPLE.   7s.    Tune.— VIOLET. 


1  Onward.  heraM  of  the  gospel. 

Bear  t'r.y  tidings  through  the  land  ; 
Preacn  the  word,  as  heaven's  apostle, 

Sent  by  Christ's  divine  command. 
Jesus,  once  the  gospel  preaching, 

Througii  his  native  Judah  went, 
Salem's  sons  in  mercy  teaching, 

Calling  Israel  to  repent. 

2  Israel,  all  his  deep  love  slighting, 

Spurning  all  his  tenderness. 
Still  he  followed,  still  inviting, 
"Wetping  where  he  could  not  bless. 


Follow,  then,  thy  Lord's  example  ; 

Toil  in  hope,  nor  faint,  nor  fear, 
For  thy  needs  his  grace  is  ample. 

At  t'tiy  side  he's  ever  near. 
Work,  until  the  day  is  ended. 

Till  thy  sua  sinks  in  the  West  ; 
Then,  with  joy  and  triumph  blended, 

Christ  siiall  bring  thee  to  his  rest. 
Onward,  heraid  of  the  gospel, 

Bear  thy  tidings  through  the  land 
Preach  the  word,  as  heaTen's  apjstle, 

Sent  bj  Christ's  dirine  co;x>maiid. 


LOVE  ONE  ANOTHER.    8s  &  7s. 
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"Little  cuildren 
I  -1st. 


LOVE  ONE  ANOTIIEE. 


77ie  Beloved  Disciple. 

END. 


^/Children,  do  you  love  each  other  ?  Are  yoiTalways  kind  and  true  ?  / Are  you  gentle  to  each  other  ? 

\      Do  you  always  do  to  others  As  you'd  [Omit  ]  have  them  do  to  you  ?VAre  you  careful  day  by  [UiiiT]  day  ? 

/Not  to  give  offence  by  actions,  Nor  by  any  thing  you  say  ? 
•*'\Not  to  give  oflfence  by  actions,  Nor  by  [Omit  ]  any  thing  you  say? 

II  ,      ,  -  KND. 


2  Little  children,  love  each  other- 
Never  give  another  pain  ; 
If  your  brother  speak  in  anger, 
Answer  not  in  wrath  again. 


Be  not  selfish  to  each  other ; 

Never  spoil  anotlier's  rest ; 
Strive  to  iiuike  each  otlier  happy, 

And  you  will  yourselves  be  blest. 


VIOLET.    8s  &  7s. 


] — N-^ 


,V-I  L-J- 


I  ...  -    -•r-  -  I 

/Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken,  All  to  leave  and  follow  thee  ; 

\Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken,  [Omit  ]  Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be  ;  Perish  every  fond  ambition- 


Yet  how  rich  is  my  conclition, —  [Omit. 


]  God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own 


-!  U 

All  I've  sought,  or 

tioped,  or  known, 

2 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  ; 

Thou  art  not,  lil^e  them,  untrue  ; 
Oh  !  while  thou  dost  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love  and  might  I 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 


Perish,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ; 

Come,  ilis;i>ter,  scorn,  and  pain  ; 
In  thy  service  pain  is  pleasure, 

"With  thy  favor  life  is  gain  : 
Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

Wliile  thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 
Oh  !  'twere  not  in  Joy  lo  cliarm  me — 

Were  that  joy  unniixed  with  theo 
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I  WILL  BE  GOOD,  DEAR  MOTHER,*   7s  k  6s. 


— M — '-aa — 21 — • — S~Z^  ^ —  ~  ^  ^ —  '  


U»  -     -     -  ^  ^   

1.  "I  will  be  good,  dear  mother."  I  heard  a  sweet  child  say  ;  "I  will  be  good— now  watch  me — I  will  be  good  all  day." 
l2  And  when  night  camC; that  little  one. lu  kneeling  down  to  praj-, Said, in  a  soft  and  whisp'ring  tone,"Have  I  been  good  to-day?" 


5*-  r 

She  lifted  up  her  bright  young  eyes  With  a  soft  and  pleasing  smile.  Then  a  mother's  kiss  was  on  her  lip.  So 
0    ma-ny,ma-ny    bit  -  ter  tears 'twould  save  us  did    we  say,     Like  that  dear  child,  with  earnest  heart,  "I 

s      V  ^  . 


CHORUS. 

m 


pure  and  free  from  guile.  "I  will  be  good,  I  will  be  good,  I  will  be  good  to-day,  I  will  be  good,  I 
will  be  good   to-day."  "I   will  be  good,  &c. 


 I 


JC^^Td"  ^—  M--— Tfl 


9 — 


will    be    good,  I 


will   be  good    to  -  day." 


•  May  be  sung  as  a  Song,  with  Chorus. 


3  Jesus  can  lielp  n?  to  be  good — 

To  Him  we'll  humbly  pray; 
His  grace  alone  can  make  us  good, 

And  keep  us  good  all  daj-. 
He'll  help  us  hate  all  evil  thoughts. 

All  sinful  words  and  wa^'s : 
And  in  his  service  t;ike  delight 

Through  ail  our  earthly  days. — Choriis 


Spirited. 


SALVATION'S  FREE.   S.  M. 


Xow  come  and  seek  the  Lord,  And  know  his  pard'ning  grace. Come.  yieM  your  hearts  up  to  HiLa  now.  And  le  u  n  to  love  ani 
-a-  -0      -^5-  .'I  -m-    -m-  is,  Nrp^aise. 


CHORUS.  / 


1 — i — \ — r 

.V 


Salvation's  fa"!  and  fre-i :  Salvation's  full  and  free  !  Salration's  free  for  you  and  me— Bless  the  Lordfsalvati.jn's  free. 


2  He  bought  vou  Avith  His  blood, 

He'll  wash  vou  w  hite  as  snow, 
Anil  through  your  soul  the  peaceful  stream 
Of  love  and  joy  shall  flow — Cho. 

3  Say,  sinners,  can  you  still 

Resist  His  dying  love  ; 


Refuse  tlie  offers  of  His  eraee. 
And  lose  a  home  above  I — C\o. 
4  Gaze  on  the  bloodv  cross  I 
Gaze  on  your  dying  Lord! 

Now  think.  He  oulv  died  to  save 
From  htll.  from  sin's  reward. — Cho. 


ALEXANDER.   C  :\r. 


Wm.  B.  BEiDBCRT. 


-I  !  3- 


1.  There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when,  A  point,  we  know  net  where, That  marks  ti.e  .ies:iay  of  men, To  ^'iory  or  despair. 


-m- 


2  There  is  a  line  by  us  unseen, 
That  crosses  every  path  ; 
The  hidden  boundary  between 
GcmI's  patience  and  bia  wrath. 


3  How  far  may  we  ?o  on  in  sia  ? 
How  long  will  God  forbear? 
Where  doe.<  hope  end  ?  and  where  begin 
The  confines  of  despair  ? 


76  THE  EVERGREEN  SHORE. 

Words  by  WM.  HUNTER,  D.  D.  Music  by  Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 

.N-^N  ."^  N   


'-^    l.v,e  are  joy-ous-Iy  voy-ag  ing   o  -  rer   the  main.  Bound  for    the    ev  -  er-green  shore,  Whose  in 
2.  We  have  nothing  to   fear  from  the  wind  and  the  wave,  Un  -  der    our    Sa  -  Tiour'o  com  -  mand     And  our 


•   S  — ^ — S— -g-  -9— a— 

__c  ^-"r-^^i — 


hab  -  it  -  ants  ner  -  er  of  sickness  complain,  And  nev  -  er  see  death  a  -  ny  more;  Then  let  the  hur  -  ri  -  cane 
hearts  in  the  midst  of   the  dangers  are  brave  ;  For  Je  -  sus  will  bring  U3    to  land. 


roar.    It  will  the  sooner  be  o'e 


We  will  weather  the  blast,  and  will  land  at  last,  Safe  on  the  evergreen  shore. 


K    S  S 


Both  the  winds  and  the  waves  our  Commander  controls  ; 

Nothing  can  baffle  his  skill  ; 
And  his  voice  when  the  thundering  hurricane  rolls, 

Can  make  the  loud  tempest  be  still. — Cho. 

4. 

In  the  thick  murky  night,  when  the  stars  and  the  moon. 

Send  not  a  glimmering  raj-. 
Then  trie  light  of  his  countenance,  brighter  than  nooa, 

Will  drive  all  our  terror  away. — Cho. 


5. 


1 


Let  the  high  heaving  billow  and  mountainous  vave, 

Fearfully  overhead  break  ; 
There  is  one  by  our  side  that  can  comfort  and  save  ; — 

There's  one  who  will  never  forsake. — Cho. 
§. 

Let  the  vessel  be  wrecked  on  the  rock,  or  the  shcal. 

Sink  to  be  seen  never  more  ; 
He  win  bear,  none  the  less,  every  passenger  soul, 

Safe,  safe  to  the  evergreen  shore  —Clio. 


BETHANY.  6s.fc4s 


Db.  L.  MA90K.  by  i>€rmis;Ion. 


1.  Near-er,    my  God,  to  thee,    Xear-er    to    thee  I 

2.  The'  like  the  wan-der  -  er,    The    sun  gone  down 


E'en  tho'     it  be     a  cross  That 
Darkness     be  o  -  ver  me,  ily 
I  ^  I  J 


raiseth  lue 
rest   a  st^-v 


3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven  ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercv  given  : 
Angels  to  beckon  me 


T  

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise  ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 


Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee!  | Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee'. 

PETERBOROUGH.     C.  M. 


5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing, 
Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  gon»  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  theel 


1.  Once  more,  mj  soal!  tbe  rising  day  Sahtcs  thy  making  eyes;  Once  more,  my  voice,  tlij  tribute  pay  To  him    who  rales  the  skio 


I  I 


^  ^ 


r  1  •      -       '  I- 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats 
The  day  renews  the  sound  ; 
Wide  aa  the  heaven,  on  which  he  sits 
To  t-urn  the  seasons  round. 


m 


3  'Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame. 
My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise  ; 
My  sins  would  rouse  )iis  wrath  to  flanio, 
And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 
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THE  BETTER  LAND.     8s  &  7s. 

ITT  NOTT  THEV  »lSia»  A  BfTTSS  COCXTaT.  TH^T  IS  AK  HBAVrKLT."^— PaJu'. 

CHORUS. 
 ^  ii,  5s  ^  


V/  Boys.  "Whither,  pilgrims,  are  you  goicg,  Going  each  with  staflF  in  hand  ?  \ 
\  Girls  We  are  going  on   a  journey,     Going   at  our  kings  command  ;/ Over  hills,  and plaias,  and 
Boys.  Fear  ye  not  the  way  so  lonely,     You,  a  lit  -  tie,  feeble  band  ?  \ 
"\  GiELS.  Xo.  for  friends  un?een  are  near  us.Holy    an- gels  round  us  stand;  /Christ  our  leader,  walks  be- 


iiii 


ral- 
side 


leys,  "We  are  go  -  ing  to  his  pa  -  lace,  We  are  go  -  ing  to  his  pal-  ace,  Go-ing 
us.     He  will  guard,  and  He  v.ill  guide  us.  He  will  guard,  and  He  ^vill  guide  us.  Guide  us 

 ZL — r-m—  9  9  9 — r-- — :  (  — —  — I — B        da  M  __  a> — 


^  ^  JEgE^^ 


to  the  bet-ter  land;  "We  are  go  -  ing  to  his  pal- ace.  Going 
to     that  better   land;  He  will  guard  and  he  will  guide  us.  Guide  us 


the  better  land, 
the  better  land. 


3  Boys.  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 
In  that  far-off,  better  land? 
GiKLS.  Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory 

From  a  Saviour's  loving  hand  ; 
All.    We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever. 
We  shall  dwell  ^nth  God  forever 
In  that  b;ight,  that  better  land. 


I  -i  Boys.  Pilgrims,  may  we  travel  with  you 
To  that  bright  and  better  land 
GiKLS.  Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome. 
Welcome  to  our  pilgrim  band, 
j     All.    Come.  O  come  I  and  do  not  leave  us, 
I  Christ  is  waiting  to  leceive  ua, 

Christ  is  wsitmg  to  receive  "ua. 
I  In  tiiat  brigiit,  6bt»t  better  lan-i. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


THE  GOOD  SHEPHERD.  7s<t6s. 

"I  AM  THE  GOOD  SHEPHERD."— JfSUS. 
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^^^^ 


,  /Girls.  Oh,  come 
VBoy3.  His  love 


the  good  Shep  -  herd,  And  rest  with  -  in  his  fold;  He'll  guard  you  from  temp 
all  -  suf  -  fi  -  clent,  His  grace  will  bear  you  through,  He'll  aid  you  in  your 
_*  *  .  S 
,  m  m  r-*  »■ 


>  ^ 


CHORUS  to  each  Stanza. 


tion,  He'll  keep  you,  young  and  old.  \ 

•  ties,  And  teach  you  what  to   do.    /  Then  come,  Oh  come,  yes  come,  come,  come,  You're  not  too  young.  You're 


not   to   old,  To    rest  in 


the  good  Shepherd's  fold,   To  rest, 


in  the 


good  Shepherd's  fold 


ill 


Girls.  The  world  is  full  of  trials. 

And  sorrow  comes  to  all  ; 
But  happy  those  who  listen 
To  the  good  Shejjherd's  call, 
Boys.   For  every  grief  that  darkens, 
And  all  the  tears  that  dim, 
Are  sent  to  us  in  mercy, 
To  draw  us  nearer  him. 
Chokcs.— Then  come,  fto. 


2. 

Girls.  Oh,  who  would  wish  to  wander 
From  such  a  fold  as  this? 
Without  ii  gloomy  terror, 
Within  is  perfect  bliss. 
Boys.  Though  rough  the  path,  and  thorny. 
You  will  be  safe  from  harm, 
From  all  your  foes  defended, 
By  the  good  She])]ierd'3  arm. 
Chorus. — Then  come,  &c. 
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HAMBURG.    L.  M. 


Arranged  hy  Ds.  L.  MASO?^. 


1  Happy  the  man,  wuose  cautious  feet 

Shun  the  broad  way 


Who  hites  the  place  where  atheists  meet. 

sianeri  go  ;  And  f  jars  t-^alk  as  sc  offers  do. 


He  loves  t'emplov  his  mornin?  light. 
Among  the  statues  of  the  Lord, 

And  spends  the  -vrakeful  hours  of  night, 
"With  pleasure  pondering  o'er  the  word. 


8  He.  like  a  plant  by  gentle  streams. 
Shall  flourish  in  immortal  sn'een  ; 
And  heaven  will  shine,  with  kindest  beams, 
Oa  every  work  his  hands  Dezin. 


WORTHY  IS  THE  LAMB.    7s  &  4s. 


1.  "Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb,"Worthy, worthy  is  the  Lamb,"Worthy, worthy  is  the  Lamb  That  was  slain.  Glory,  hallelnjahl 


^  ^s— ^^--^  !  , 

—r,  

1  = 

Priise  Him,  halie-  la  -  jah  I  Glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le  -  la  -  jah,    To    the  Lamb  ! 


m-  -J 

i9  i- 

J 

1 

^—  

«  1 

2.  Sons  of  Morning,  sing  his  praise. 
In  the  noblest  strains  you  raise, 
IkLin  s  redemption  claims  your  lays. 

Praise  the  Lamb. — Cho. 

3,  Christ  hiks  come  In  very  deed. 
I3ora  to  braia^  the  eerp^ut'i  hoa<i; 


Sinner,  he's  the  friend  yon  need, 
Praise  the  Lamb. — Cho. 

4.  See,  in  sad  Gethsemane, 
See,  on  tragic  Calvary, 
Sinner,  see  his  love  to  thee. 
Praise  the  Lamb.— ciao. 


5.  Strike  the  stoutest  sinner  throngh. 
Force  the  cry,  "  what  shall  I  do?" 
Let  him  weep  till  born  .anew, 

lilessed  Lamb. — Cho. 

6.  Penitents,  dry  np  your  tears, 
God  hath  heard  believing  prayers, 
He  forgives  you  when  he  hears 

His  de'ar  Lamb. — Cho. 

1,  Thus  may  we  e.ich  moment  feel, 
Love  him.  serve  him,  pruise  himstitl, 
Till  we  all  on  Zion's  hill 

be<?  the  Lamb.—  ',Vi<3. 


AUTUMN.  Ss  &  7s.  Double. 


Spanish. 


81 


ly    Fa- ther,  thou  hast  taught  me,  I  should  live    to   thee  a 


lODB  ;       Year   by  year, 
D.  s.  Still  thine  arm 


thy  hand  hath 
has  been  a 


— r 


Fine. 


I  l-rg..  ^.  CSS  ^  1  1  L   ^     '      '  1 


brought  me  On  thro'  dangers  oft  unknown.  When  I  wandered,  thou  hast  found  me  ;  "VThen  I  doubted  sent  me  lig 
round  me,  All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 


m. 

•g-— ^ 

t  1 

2  In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me. 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I  ; 
And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 

AVell  I  know  before  I  die. 
Therefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need  ; 
Thro'  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

Strength— the  spirifs  strength,  indeed. 

CHRIST  WITH  US. 

1  Always  with  us,  always  -with  us — 

"Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  above. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 

Sowing  much  and  reaping  none  ; 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 


3  I  would  trust  in  thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  thine  arm; 
Follow  whollj^  tliy  directing, 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm  ! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing, 

Help  me  turn  to  thee  when  tried. 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  thy  side. 

8s  7«. 

3  With  US  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 

O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 
Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley. 

When  we  cross  tlie  chilling  stream; 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory, 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 


82     WE'LL  STAND  FOR  THE  RIGHT,  OR  LIFE'S  BATTLE.   Us.  ^ 


Words  by  MRS.  J.  W.  SAMPSON. 
FULL  CHO. 


■  GIRI8.  ^  B0T8.  sssfev^     NSS^  FULL  CHO. 


,  /This  life  is  a   bat-tie  with  Satan  and  sin,  And  we  are  the  soldiers  the  victory  to  winA  We  will  stand  for  the  ri^ht, 
V.-^nd  Christ  is  the  Captain  of  our  littleband,  Whatever  opposes, for  him  we  shall  stand./  [We  will 

0^^^^^  ,^  ^  ^  ^  ...  . 


iStand  for  the  right,  We  will  stand. we  will  stand  for  the  right 


-O — & — <3> 


Salvation  our  helmet,  the  Bible  our  sword, 
Tho'  wily  our  foes,  we're  '*  strong  in  the  Lord  ;'' 
While  watching  and  praying  our  armor  keeps  bright, 
Our  Jesus  will  help  us  to  stand  for  the  right. — Cho. 


2  To  God,  for  our  armor,  -we'll  fail  not  to  go, 
Hell  clothe  us  with  truth  and  with  righteousness 
too; 

The  *' Gospel  of  peace''  shall  our  footsteps  att-end, 
The  good  "  shield  of  faith'"  from  all  harm  shall 
defend. — Cho, 


4  Tho'  little  temptations  (the  worst  ones  of  all) 
Will  often  beset  us,  to  make  us  to  fall ; 
We'll  ••  stand  up  for  Jesus,"  and,  when  life  is  o'er, 
For  us  He"ll  be  standing  on  Jordan's  bright  shore. — CAo. 


From  "  Sabbath  Chimes,'^ 


ORTONYILLE. 


c.  m. 


DR.  T.  HASTINGS. 


1 .  Majestic  sweetBess  sits  entkcned  Tpon  tbe  Sarionr's  brow ;  His  heaJ  witli  radiant  glories  ero^T-n'J  His  lips  with 


o'l-rflow,  His  lips  witli  graoe,  h. 
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8  Nc  mortal  can  with  him  compare 
Among  the  sons  of  men  ; 
Fairer  is" he  tl.nn  all  the  fiiir 
Who  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

S  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 
And  flew  to  my  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  tne  shameful  cross, 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 


4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  ar.d  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  ha/e  ; 
He  makes  me  triumjjh  over  death, 
And  saves  me  liom  the  grave. 

5  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine. 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 


iHINING  SHORE. 


G.  F.  ROOT.  By  permission. 


1  iiy  days  are  glid  -  ing  stFift-ly   by,  And    I.      a    pil-grim  sti  unger.  Would  not  de  -  tain  them  as  they  fly  !  Those 

U.S.  And  just  he  -  fore,  the  shin-iug  shore,  We 


I        hours     of   toil  and 
\      '  may      al  -  most  dis  -  cov  -  er. 


9  9    '  ■■  

an  -  ger,      For     oh!  we  stand  on   Jordan's  strand,  Our  friends  are  passing    o  -  ver. 


8     *     ^>  S- 


We'll  drd  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 
Our  distant  home  discerning; 

Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  everv  lamp  be  burmng. 
For  oh !  &c. 


Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold. 
We  need  not  cease  our  singing  ; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 
Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 
For  oh  1  &c 


Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blovr, 
E.".ch  chord  on  earth  to  serer. 

Our  King  says.  Come,  and  there's  OBX 
For  ever,  oh  I  for  ever  1  [hom^ 
For  oh  ! 


84 


TREASURES  IN  HEAVEN.  C.  M.   With  Cliorns.  « 


FULL  cno. 


FiKST  Semi-Chorus.* 

.  /./e  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  di-vine  a  -  bode,  (Oui*  treasures  are  in  heaven  ;)^ 
■  VThe  ci  -  ty     of     the  liv  -  ins  God,   (Our  treasures  are    in  heaven.) 


2  /The  splendors  of       e  -  ter  -  nal  morn,  (Our  treasures  are   in  heaven  ;)\ 
■  \Thy  lof  -  ty  walls  and  towers  a-dorn,  (Our  treasures  are    in  heaven,)  /  0  Jerusalem,  &c 


m 


Je-ru  -  sa-lem  !  bright  home  a- 


bove,  When  shall  we  leave  this  world  of  care,  And  with  the  saints  thy  glo  -  ries  share,  The  home  of  love. 


6  And  roll  tlie  anthem  of  their  joy, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Like  mighty  thunders  through  the  sky, 
(Our  ti-easures  are  in  heaven.) — Cho. 

7  Our  palace  there  ah-eady  waits, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates, 
(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven.) — Cho. 

8  ^Ye  come  through  Jesus'  blood  to  claim, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Our  mansions  in  Jerusalem, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven  ) — CJw. 


3  There  angel  forms  in  fadeless  youth, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Obey  tlie  God  of  love  and  truth, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven.) — Cho. 

4  There  saints,  in  life's  fair  book  enrolled, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Walk  joyous  through  the  streets  of  gold, 
(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven.) — Cho. 

5  There  white-robed  throngs,  with  waving  palms, 

(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven — ) 
Triumphant  chant  their  holy  psalms, 
(Our  treasures  are  in  heaven.) — Cho. 


♦  Or,  the  choir  may  sin^  the  first  part,  and  the  children  respond, 
olaeees  may  sing  it  in  like  manner. 


Our  treasures,  &c."  Or  Sabbath  schools  and  infant 


CROSS  AND  CROWN.     C  M. 
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1       Mast  Jesus  boar  the  cross  alone.  And  all  the  world  go  free  ?  No.  there's  a  cross  for  every  one.  And  there's  a  cross  lor  me. 

"2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above.  Who  once  went  sorrowin?  here  ;  B\i\  now  tber  taste  nnmi'ngled  love,  And  joy  without  a  tear. 
3  The  consecrated  cross      bear.Till  death  shall  set  me  free,  And  the^go  home  iny  crown  to  wear — For  there's  a  crownjor  n;e. 


NOW  I  HAVE  FOUND  A  FRIEND.  6s  &  4s. 


.  ^Tow  I  have  found  a  friend.-Tesus  is  urine:  \  Tno  ::  :=:an 

(  His  love  6hail  never  end,  Jes'^is  is  mine.  )  Tho'  earthly  joys  decrease, 


endships  cease. 

2\o\v  I  Lave  lastirg  peace,  Jescs  is  nise 


Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
He  will  my  faith  uphold, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
He  shall  my  wants  supply. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh. 
Sought  can  my  hope  destroy, 

Jesus  limine! 


1  Thkee  is  a  happy  land, 

Far.  far  away, 
■\7here  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
"Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King, 
Load  let  his  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  for  ajo. 


3.  When  earth  shall  pass  a-^-ay, 
Jesus  is  mine. 
In  the  great  Judgment-day, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Oh  I  what  a  g;orious  thing, 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sii^g," 
Jesua  is  mine. 

HAPPY  LAND.    6s  &  4s. 

2  Come  to  thr.t  happy  lan.d,  ! 
Come,  come  aw'ay,  j 
Whv  will  ve  doubting  stand, 

Why  still  delay  ?  i 
Oh.  we  shall  happy  be. 
When,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
L<)r.l.  we  shall  live  with  thee, 
Blest,  blest  for  sje  1 


4  FareweU,  mortality! 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Welcome,  eternity  I 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  my  Eedemption  Is, 
Wisdom  and  Eighteousneas, 
Life.  Light,  and^Holiaess, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


Bright,  in  that  happy  land. 

Beams  every  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love' cannot  die. 
Oh.  then  to  glory  run. 
Be  a  crown  and'kingdom  vcai; 
And  bright  above  the  sun. 

We  rei^  for  aye. 
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Allegretto. 


3-     ^  ^ 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL  henry  tucker. 


I.Joy      to     the  sons  of     meu  Un     this  bright  Christmas  morn  I  List  to  the    vrelcame  words  a  -  guiu  That 


s»  s^- 


^54  V 


charm  our  wait  -  ing  hearts,  as  when  The   shepherds  heard  with  glad    a  -  maze  Th"  announcemeat  of  aa 


1 


Girls. 


All.    ,   ^  f 


gel  -  ic  lays, 


A   Saviour  Christ  is  born,  A 


 j_  ^  .- 

Saviour  Christ  is  born, 


Saviour    Christ  is 


born.' 


Joy  to  earth's  sorrowing  child 
On  this  calm  peaceful  morn  I 

The  ho!y  harmless,  undefiled, 
Can  soothe  his  breast  with  comfort 

mild: 

The  hymn  that  floats  along  the  air 
Shall  find  an  answer  echoing  there — 
A  Saviour,  &o. 


3. 

Joy  to  the  sick  and  poor, 

■'Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  ;" 
If  they  submissively  endure, 

And  trust  his  holy  promise  sure  : 
He  comes  all  sorrow  to  relieve. 

To  comfort  all  who  will  believe — 
The  Saviour,  kc. 


4. 

Love,  joy.  good- will,  and  peace. 
Since  "that  first  Christmas  morn. 
Have  come  to  earth,  and  ne'er  sha.l  cease 
To  Him  who  purchased  our  release, 
Our  hearts,  redeemed  from  death,  we'll 
bring, 

And  humbly,  gratefully  we'll  sing. 
The  Saviour,  ka. 


THE  GOLDEN  SHORE.     8s  &  7s.  87 

WM.  B.  BRADBUrvY. 
r-   ^   I  ,  ^    CHORUS.  Cres.    , 


Girls. fV^e  are  out  on  the  ocean  saiHng.IIomeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide;\  [anchor 
ifOT/sA^^e  areout  on  the   ocean  sailing.    To  a  home  beyond  the  tide.  ^AU  the  storms  will  soon  be  over, Then  we'll 

^.  -0.  A     I       N  I 


—  =^  1    r  1  >'-y-^'?^t — t  1  ' — t  i;     ,  ^-Hl^ 


-    —    -  -at-Ugji— !- 


in  the  harbor  ;/We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,    To    a  home  beyond  the  tide  ; 

\We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing,    (Omit  )     To  a  home  beyond  the  tide  ;} 

1    ^  I 


Millions  now  are  safely  landed. 
Over  on  the  golden  shore  ; 

Millions  more  are  on  their  journey, 
Yet  there's  room  for  millions  more. 


i      I  I 

3  4 

I  Spread  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes] "When  we  all  are  safely  anchored, 
I    Gently  waft  our  vessel  on  ;  |    We  will  tjhouC — our  trials  o'er  ; 

All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing—  We  will  walk  about  the  city. 

I    Free  salvation  is  the  song. — Cho.         \    And  we'll  sing  for  eyermoro,— Cjo. 


WATCH  AND  PRAY.     C.  M. 


TvsK—Feterdoroicgh,  page  77. 


1  The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray, 
Through  life's  brief,  fleeting  hour, 
And  gives  the  Sprit's  quickening  ray 
To  thosa  who  seek  his  power. 

9  The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray, 
Maintain  a  warrioi-'s  strife  ; 
nolp.  Lord,  to  near  thy  voice  to-day; 
Ooedience  is  our  life. 


3  The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray ; 

For  soon  the  hour  will  eouie 
That  calls  us  from  the  earth  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 

4  O  Saviour,  we  would  watch  and  pray, 

And  hear  thy  sacred  voice. 
And  walk,  as  thou  hast  marked  tho  way, 
To  heaven's  eternal  joys. 


88  A  LIGHT  IN  THE  WINDOW.   (Song  and  Clioi*us.> 


LUCIUS  HART.  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


tH   ,  ,  i 

^1 

j-it.  ^-tB~  ay—  i  1  ;  

1  Ttere's  a  light  in  the  window  fort 

2  There's  a  fro^^n,  and  a  robe,  and  a 

^^'^  ^H^— : 

ice,  brother,  There' 
palm,  brother,  TTL 

5  a  light  in  the  window  for 
en  frcn  UJl  and  from  care ; 

n — Mt-^.-Ji 

:he€;Adcaronc  has  mo 
on  are  free;  The  Savion 

 !  , 

1  ■       '  1  1  ■  ■»»' 

red  to  the  mansions  above,  There's  a  1 
wiQdo\ 

r  has  gone  to  prepare  yon  a  home,  Wi 
ii!thewindo^ 
-J  s 

ghtinthe 
"  for  thw. 
h  a  li^ht 
T  for  thee. 

!-■ 

m^^^ — =^ 
J 

1  

 hh^:; 

CHORUS. 


-I  L 


1S= 


 ' — I — 

A    mansion    in    heaven    ve    see,        And  a   light  in  the  window  for  thee 


-O-  -S-  .  I 


A    mansion  in  heaven  we 
I  I 


S      ,             1.   1  .  I  N 

1 — ?-t^,H  J  *         •  ^ 

gee, ... .  And  a   light  in  the  window  for 
^                      —  4« 

.rr-K                     _  ^  -a — ^  M — 9    5  '■.  a 

thee... 

r-l&^iS'  i-n 

— ^  w» -^i — ' — ^  ' — 1  

f 

0  watch,  and  be  faithful,  and  pray,  brother, 
All  yoar  journey  o'er  life's  troubled  sea. 

Thoujrh  afllictions  assail  j'ou,  and  storms  beat  severe, 
There's  a  light  in  the  window  for  thee.  Cho. 

Then  on,  perseveringly  on.  brother, 

Till  from  conflict  and  sutTerin?  free. 
Bright  an^rels  now  beckon  you  over  the  stream, 

There's  a  lieht  in  the  window  for  thee.  CAa, 


Marckins  movtmtnt. 


MARCHING  HOME. 


— — = 


/We 

[  Sold 


TTM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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are  all  en  -  list  -  ed 'till  the  conflict  is  o'er,  Uappy  are 
iers   in   the  army  there's  a  bright  crown  in  store,  lOmit  , 


I  i^sz  a-L_<g  grzzzg — giinz —       i  p 

1  S=^^=?E!E2^±E^3E£E5EE 


happy     are  we ; 


We  shall  win  and  wear  it  l>y  and  by.    Haste  to  the  battle  quick  to  the  field,  Truth  is  our  helmet 


*^  ^  ^   *  *  a»  , 

'buckler  and  shield;  Stand  by  our  colors  proudly  they  wave,  We're  joyfully,  joyfully  marchimz;  to  our  homo. 


2  Hark  !  the  cry  of  battle  sounding  loudly  and  clear. 
Come  join  the  ranks,  come  join  the  ranks  ; 
"We  are  waiting  now  for  soldiers,  who  will  volunteer, 
Rally  round  the  standard  of  the  cross. 
Hark!  'tis  our  captain  calls  you  to-day, 
Lose  not  a  moment,  make  no  delay ; 
Fight  for  our  Saviour,  come,  come  away. 
We're  joyfully,  joyfully  marching  to  our  home. 


3  Fighting  for  a  kingdom  and  tlie  world  is  our  foe, 
Happy  are  we,  happy  are  we, 
Glad  to  join  the  army,  we  will  sing  as  we  go, 
We  shall  gain  the  victory  by  aj\d  by. 
Dangers  may  gather  why  should  we  fear, 
Jesus  our  leader  ever  is  near, 
He  will  protect  us,  comfort  and  cheer. 
We're  jayfally,  joyfully  marv.-hicg  to  our  homo. 
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THE  HAPPY  HOME. 

4>  ^  ^  V  ^  


Wil.  B.  BRAD3CKV 


.  /  I  am  kniid  for  the  land  cf  the  lir  -  iag,    0  Lin  -  d-r  me  W't  on  mv    way ;    The  sun-light  is  bright 'ni::  be  -  fvre  me, 
(   The     flow-frs  tha:  bloom  ia  my  path-way  Breathe  o-d:n  that  waft  me  ricV.  onj     Thev  lure  me  no  lonj-er "  to  tar-tr, 

-t^  ^  i*e — 0t — U 


fr  R  E  FH  A I N.  Jovfu  n  u. 


That  her-alds  e  -  ter-ni-ty's  day.  \ 

Bat  welcome  earth's  time  to  t-e  gone.  /There's  a   hap- py  home  k-yond  this  wcrld  of   care;  A  hcse  a -kTe,  where  all  is  lore. 


.tJ  (I,  ».  -  J        „'l  fi,  ;  V  .„.  ,V  ^,  -I.  "  ■         I- J  .L.     .  J  11        ,1  ci,„ 


Cofa  for  last  stanza. 


And  the  ecod  shall  all  meet  there ;  A  horjr  ab' :Te,  where  all  'u  love.  An i  :he  ^r-ol  shall  all  meet  there,  Shall  all  meet  there,  shall  all  meet  there. 


1 

^ — s 

 — *- 

1 

1 

2  I  am  -vreaned  from  this  land  of  the  dying  ; 

Decay  is  enstamped  everywhere  ; 
Earth's  pleasures  are  seeming  and  fleeting — 

My  soul  Las  grown  weak  wirh  its  care. 
The  joy-rays  of  life  are  remembered 

Like  sleep-thoughts  that  float  thro'  the  brain, 
The  flesh  and  the  spirit  are  weaving, 

Each  striving  the  mastery  to  gain.  Re/rain. 
S  I  am  waiting  the  summons  that  bids  me 

Kg  loneer  a  pilgrim  to  roam, 
Bui.  leaving  the  past  in  thia  death-land, 

Make  the  land  of  the  living  my  home. 


The  messenger-angel  stands  waiting, 

The  signal  to  whisper  to  me. 
That  the  piace  is  prepared  lor  my  dwelling. 

And  the  Master  is  calling  for  me.  Refrain. 
4  The  land  of  the  living  is  yonder; 

There  life  to  its  fullness  has  grown  : 
There  sin,  and  temptation,  and  sorrow, 

And  sickness,  and  death,  are  unknown. 
There  the  songs  of  redemption  are  chanted, 

By  a  holy,  harmonious  band 
0,  when  shall  I  leave  this  ciay  casSet, 

And  fly  to  mj  home  in  that  land  ?  Rifrain. 


THE  ANGELS  ARE  COMING.  ^-^  ^^  91 

i  /•'o„Tc^T.w  .-iiTin'Q  n»ATH.Rvn —Little  Gaoririe  D  ♦  *  *,  of  N  ewark,  X.J. ,  for  two  years  a  consistent  member  of  tho 
Clm.cror?/hHsf  was' ucf.fenly  S  Trusting  in  Jesu's,  he  was  "  not  af.aid  to  die."   His  moti.er  bent 

Cim.ch  ot        ^^J^i^'jj'^g       suTerings  ;   when  he  looked  ut  her  tenderly,  and  said,  -  I  don't  think  you  can  do  anything 
Then  extending  his  arms,  and  lifting  his  eyes,  with  an  earnest  gaze  as  if  eager  to  welcome 
sent  to  bear  him  to  his  Father's  house,  he  exclaimed,  "  The  angeU  art  coming  for  me  they  arc 
but  a  few  moments  more  and  he  vas  with  them  winging  his  way  to  the  realms  of  the  blest. 

J  — ^  .  ' — ^— ^ — f^- 


over  hira  trying 
more  to  h?!p  me,  mother 
the  briglit  messenger 
coming  V    Blessed  boy 


/The  angels  are  coming  i 
\Al  -  rea  -  dy  their  mu  -  sic 


lor  me,  mother, 
1  hear,  mother. 


m 


Coming,  coming,  coming  for  me.  The  angels    are   coming  for 
siu"-iug,  singing  for  me,  How  lightly  it    falls  on  my 

I —  


^    U*  k 


IsT.  &  2d.  time 


mother 
mother, 


r7\ 


To  waft  me  a  - 
My  spir  -  it  is 


way  to  the  sky  A  /Co 
waiting   to      fly;/  \iOi 


^^^^^ 


coming    for  ine,\ 

Waiting  to  burst  from  its 


to  enter  the  portals  of  day.  My  Shepherd  my  Saviour  i 


prison  away.Waiting  a  crown  of  rejoicing  to  wear.  Waiting w    L  «  a   «         "  1^    \  r 


2  J^ow  gently  I'm  going  to  sleep,  mother, 
Going,  going,  going  to  sleep. 
To  wake  where  I  never  shall  weep,  mother, 

Or  suffer  a  moment  of  pain. 
Ghid  voices  are  calling  for  me,  mother, 
Calling,  calling,  calling  for  me  ; 


l*"  U* 

Their  pinions  of  glory  I  see,  mother. 

Farewell  till  I  meet  thee  again. 
Yes,  we  shall  meet  bv  the  river  that  flows. 

Tranquil  and  bright  on  that  beautifiil  ehoro  , 
There  will  thy  sorrow  be  lost  in  repoae, 

There  I  will  leave  thee  no  mor«. 


JERUSALEM  MY  HAPPY  HOME.  C.  M. 


1.  Je  -  rn  ■  sa-Iem.'my  hap- py  home!  Name  er-er  dear  to    me;  When  shall  mj  labors  hare  an  end  la  joy,  and  peace,  and  the« 

2.  There  happier  bowers  than  fiden's  bloom,  Nor  sin  nor  sorrow   know;  Blest  scats,  thro' rude  and  stormy  scenes  I    oWard  press  to  yoo. 


I  ^ 


»— r-«i>  im—^- 


REFRAIN. 


Canaan  dear,  0    Canaan  dear,  Hap-py,  hap  -  py  laid,  iTy 


name  we  love,  all  names  a-fcove,  Ca-naan,  blessed 


Ca  -  naaa. 


Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe. 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day.— ile/ram. 


Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee  : 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 

When  1  thy  joys  shall  see.— Refrain. 


WIRTH.  C.  ffl. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY, 


I  There's  nothing  sweeter  than  the  though t,That  I  may  see  the  Lord',If  I  but  seek  him  as  I 

2   I'd  ratlier  be  the  least  of  them  That  are  the  Lord's  alone.  Than  wear  a  royal  diadem 

N  ^  ^  N 


1     U  b' 

%  e0  "    »  -Gi- 
ht,And  love  his  works  and  vvord 
And  sit  up-on  a  tbiouc. 


m 


(S>- 

-I— &- 


WIRTH  Concluded. 
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8  Onco  in  his  arns  the  Snvlonr  loos 
Young  children,  just  like  mo, 
And  blessed  them  with  a  voice  and  look, 
As  kind  as  kind  could  be. 

4  I'd  rather  be  the  least  of  them 
That  sliar'd  that  look  and  tone, 
Than  wear  a  royal  diadem, 
And  sit  upon  a  throne. 


5  And  though  to  heaven  the  Lord  hath  gone. 

And  seems  so  far  away, 
lie  hath  a  smile  for  every  ono 
That  doth  his  voice  obey. 

6  I'd  rather  be  the  least  of  them 

That  he  will  bless  and  own, 
Than  wear  a  royal  diadem, 
And  sit  upon  a  throne. 


ANGELS  ARE  HOVERING  ROUND. 

~l- 


1.  An  -  gels  are  hovering  rouml,  Ilovcring  roand,  floyering  round,  Aa  •  gels  are  hovering  ronnd — Then  Christian,  nev  -  er  fear, 


Cheer  up,  then,  pil  ■  grim,  nev  -  er  more  do-spair;        For  Je  -  m  scndi  Iiis  an  -  gel,  And  he  is  er-er  near. 


For 


-\ — r 


•t — t — i- 


Jo  -  BUS  sends  his    an  -  gel,  And  ho 

Sends 


2  Spirits  blest  are  hovering  round, 
Hos'ering  round,  hoveriug  round  ; 
Spirits  blest  are  hovering  round, 
Then  Christian,  never  fear. —  Refrain. 

3  Dear  friends  are  hovering  round, 
Hovering  round,  hovering  round  ; 
Dear  friends  are  hovering  round. 
Then  Christiaa  never  fear.— iie/rcm. 


HELENA.     C.  M. 


^M.  B.  BEADBUEY. 


2  Religion  iihould  our  thoughts  engajcu 

Amidst  our  youthful  bloom  ; 
'Twill  fit  us  for  declining,'  agt, 
And  for  the  solemn  tomb. 

3  0,  may  our  hearts,  by  grace  renewed, 

Be  our  Redeemer's  throne  : 
And  be  our  stubborn  wills  subdued, 
His  governmeat  to  own. 

JESUS,  BLESSED  JESUS 

Response  by  Scholars. 


KcDMATO,  Teachers 
-fy-.,  1^  1^ 


HELENA.  Concluded. 

4  I-et  deep  repentance,  faith,  and  love 

Rejoined  with  godly  fear, 
And  all  our  conversation  prove 
Our  hearts  to  be  sincere. 
^  Let  lively  hope  our  souls  inspire; 
Ij€t  warm  affections  rise  ; 
And  may  we  wait  with  strong  desire 
To  mount  above  the  skies. 

-Eesponsive  Chorus. 

Teachers. 

S  N  !S  ' 
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^  \  Who  for  money  "was  betrayed?  Je  -  sus,  blessed  Jesus, 
o  /  Who  ean  hear  ns  when  we  call?  Je  -  sus,  blessed  Jesus. 
*\  Who  the  dearest  friend  of  all?   Je  -  sus,  blessed  Jesus. 


Who  up   Cal-va-  ry  was  led? 


Wlio  a 


lone  can  do 


Who  for  us  his  life-blood  shed  ?  Jesus  Christ,  creation's  head,  Jesus,  blessed  Je  -  sus. 
When  we're  tossed  on  Jordan's  flood?  Jesus  Christ,  our  ris-en  Lord,  Jesus,   blessed  Je  -  sus. 


0 

3- 

-jx — ^ 

[?iz3 — n\ 

jS^=F=^— ^ — 1^ — ^-\-  ^ — •  

\       ^  H 

3  Teach. — "Who  can  rob  the  grave  of  gloom ' 
Schol. — Jesus,  blessed  .Jesus. 
Tearh. — Who  can  raise  us  from  the  tomb  ? 
Schol. — Jesus,  blessed  Jesus. 

,   K  When  before  the  judge  we  wait, 

ieaca.     ^  ^^^^        ^^^^^  heaven's  gate? 
Schol. — Jesus  Christ,  our  Advocate  ; 
A//.— Jesus,  blessed  Jesus. 


4  Teach. — A^ho  will  give  us  sweetest  rest? 
Schol. — Jesus,  blessed  Jesus. 
Tehch. — Who  in  heaven  shall  we  love  best  ? 
Schol. — Jesus,  blessed  Jesus 

At  his  feet  our  crowns  we'll  fling. 
While  with  rapturous  songs  we  sing. 
Schol. — Jesus  Christ,  our  .Sayiour  King, 
All.— Jesas,  Dlessed  Jesog. 


Teach.- 


— g — - — 

TT  -It" 

:^ 

— o 

1 — 

CHORUS. 

I       I  I  I 


;boo!3  to^dj.  Hail,  hail  this  hapnr  dav.  Hail 
1     I      I  -ft  ^       Mk.  .^.^ 


hail  this  happy  day,  Hail  this  day.  hail  this  day.  Hail  this  happy  day. 


2  These  are  happy  hours  of  meetiDg, 

When  we  hear  the  voice  of  prayer  \ 
But  these  hours  are  short  and  fleeting  : 
Let  us  then  be  early  thei-e. — Cho. 

3  We  shall  keep  our  teachers  waiting, 

If  vre  tarry  by  the  way  ; 
Or  disturb  the  school  reciting. 
Oa  this  holy  Sabbath  day. — Cho. 

THE  K"AME   OF  JESUS. 

1  Thbre  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear  : 

I  love  to  sing  its  worth  ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear, 
The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love, 

Who  died  to  set  me  free  ; 
It  tells  me  of  his  precious  blood, 
The  sinner*s  only  plea. 

3  It  tells  of  One  whose  loving  hep.rt 

Can  feel  my  smallest  woe  : 
Who  in  each  scrrow  bears  a  part 
That  none  can  bear  below. 
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Yes,  liail  this  day, 

4  Here  the  blessed  gosrel  shows  us 

AH  the  precious  siores  of  truth  ; 
And  the  Holy  Spirit  woos  us 
From  transgression  in  our  youth — CAo, 

5  When  the  Sabbath  bell  is  ringing. 

Let  us  to  the  school  repair, 
That  we  may  unite  in  singin?. 

And  together  kneel  in  prayer — Cho. 
M.  Tune-BROV/N. 

4  Jesus  I  the  name  I  love  so  well, 

The  name  I  love  to  hear  I 
Xo  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 

5  This  name  shall  shed  its  fragrance  still 

Along  this  thorny  road — 
Shall  sweetly  smooth  the  rugged  hill 
That  leads  me  up  to  God  : 

6  And  there,  with  all  the  blood-bought  throng. 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
I'll  sing  the  new  eternal  sona; 
Of  Jesus'  lore  to  me. 


BROWN.  0.  M. 


VTM.  B.  BRADRURY. 
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Cuo.— I  want'to  go,  I  want  to  go,    I  want  to  go  there  too, 

Shoul'i  earth  against  ray  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world.— C/to. 
Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall — 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  hoftie. 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. — Cho. 

There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. — Cho. 

EVERLASTING  LIFE. 

Thwe  is  a  fold  where  none  can  stray, 

A.nd  pastures  ever  green. 
Where  sultry  sun,  or  stormy  day. 

Or  night  is  never  seen. 
Far  up  the  everlasting  hills, 
In  God's  own  light  it  lies ; 
His  smile  its  vast  dimension  fills 

With  joy  that  never  dies. 
One  narrow  vaie,  one  darksome  wave, 
Divides  that  land  from  this : 


I  want  to 


is,  I 


go  there  too. 


I  have  a  Shepherd  pledged  to  save, 
And  bear  me  home  to  bliss. 

4  Soon  at  his  feet  my  soul  will  lie, 

In  life's  last  struggling  breath ; 
But  I  sliall  only  seem  to  die, 
I  shall  not  taste  of  death. 

5  Far  from  this  guilty  world,  to  be 

Exempt  from  toil  and  strife; 
To  spend  eternity  with  thee, 
My  Saviour,  this  is  life. 

CHRIST'S  LOVE  TO  CHILDEBN. 

1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand, 

With  all  engaging  charms ; 
Hark !  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs 
And  folds  them  in  his  arras. 

2  "Permit  them  to  approach,''  he  cries, 

Nor  scorns  their  humble  name : 
For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these, 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3  Oh !  let  us  then  with  pleasure  hear. 

And  seek  the  Saviour's  face ; 
And  fly  with  transport  to  receive 
The  blessings  c  f  his  grace. 


HEAVENLY  REST 


Arr.  from  WRIGIITSON. 


1.  The  soul  on  earth  is  dooinM  to  pine  For  rest,  sweet  rest;  'Tis  heaven  alone,  in  joys  divine.  Can  give  sweet  rest. 

2.  Life  is      a  sad  and  wea-ry  day — It  gives  no  rest;   In  care  and  pain  it  wears  away.  And  biings  no  rest. 

3.  Then  let  us  trust,  'mid  good  and  ill.  The  promised  rest,  Since  trial  here  will  sweeten  still.  Our  heavenly  rest. 


r(9—  «— r 

There,  with  brightest  angels  glowing,  Joyful  anthems  ever  flowing,  Jesus  seeing,  loving,  knowing.  Is  rest,  sweet  rest. 
But  earth's  sorrows  have  their  measure.  Ending  in  eternal  pleasure.  When  in  heaven  we  find  the  treasure  Of  rest, sweet  rest. 
Joy  from  trouble  we  may  borrow, Pleasure  from  our  hours  of  sorrow, While  w»  wait  the  dawning  morrow  Of  beav'ns  sweet  rest. 


SINNERS  FLOCKING  TO  JESUS, 


See!  the  Scriptures  are  fulfilling — 

Sinners  flocking  to  their  liome : 
Times  the  prophets  were  foretelling, 

Signs  and  wonders  now  are  come. 
Gospel  trumpets  loud  are  sounding 

Here  and  there  on  every  hand: 
God's  own  Spirit  is  descending, 

Christians  joining  heart  and  hand  ! 
Thousands  fall  before  Jehovah — 

"Mercy,  mercy,  loud  they  cry! 
Then  with  shouts  of  "Hallelujah," 

"Glory  be  to  God  on  high!" 


"i — T 
Double. 


Tune.— AUTUMN.     Page  81. 
Many  say,  "  'Tis  all  disorder," 
Disbelieve  God's  holy  word; 
Still  these  ci-y  and  shout  the  louder — 

"Glory,  glory  to  the  Lord!" 
"Come,"  is  heard  in  each  direction, 

"  Young  and  old,  and  rich  and  poor; 
These  are  "days  of  visitation  ;" 

Gospel  grace  may  soon  i)e  o'er. 
Sinners,  hear  the  invitation; 

0,  thou  dead  and  dying  one, 
Fly  to  Jesus  for  salvation. 

Ere  he  shut  the  judgment  throne  I 


WHEN,  ON  THE  SABBATH  MORN. 

First  time,  Isr  Semi- Chorus.   Shcond  time,  '_'d  ditto,  repeatixg  the  same  words 

:  .  PS-,--> 
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1.  "When,  on  the     Sabbath  morn,  We  leave  our  home.  We  leave  our  home.  Then  to    the      Sunday  school  We 

2.  Our  hearts  each  morning  briglU,  With  pleasures  thrill,  With  pleasures  thrill,  But  Sabbath    morning   light  I3 

3.  Soon,  soon  these  precious  days  Will  all     be   gone.  Will  all     be    gone.  Soon,  soon  our  earth- ly    work  Wj!I 

 J  S       \<f  '  J_ 


love     to    come,  "We  love 
sweet  -  er    still,    Is  sweet 
11      be     done,  "Will  all 


come, 
still. 

done 


"We 
'Tis 
0 


love 

then 
then 


to 

we 
that  vwe 


sing,  we 
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love   to    pray,  "We   love  this  blessed 
ho  -  ly     word,  And  learn    to      fear  and 
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love    the  Lord,  And  learn 


fear    and   love    the  Lord. 


Je  -  bus'  feet,  And  cast    cur   crowns  at 


Je 


yes,    we     love  th 


dav.  This 


Yes,    yes,    in    heaven  a  -  bove.  The 


haste  a  -  way,  "We  haste  a  -  way,  Here,  in  our 
ho  -  ly  day,  This  hap  -  jiy  day.  And  in  our 
an  -  gels  sing,  The  saints  all    sing.  They  sing  of 


Sun- day  schoolWe  love  to  stay.  We  love  ^  stay. 
Sun  -  day  school  We  love  to  stay.  We  love  to  stay. 
Je  -  sus' love,  Their  heavenly  King.  Their  heavenly  King. 
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LITTLE  DEEDS  OF  KINDNESS. 

A  iEBSON  FROM  THE  COWSLIP,  THE  DEW-DROP,  AND  THE  ZEPHTS. 


I  2d. 


,  /  Suppose  the  lit-le 
■\  And  say  "I'm  such  a  tiny  flower,  I  d  bet 


W  -mr  *  • 

cowslip  Should  hang  its  golden  cupA  / 
 /  ter  not  grow  up  !"  V 


How  many  a  weary  traveler  Would 
How  many  a  little  child  would  grieve  To 


2  Suppose  the  glistening  dew  drop 

Upon  the  grass,  should  say 
"What  can  a  little  dew  drop  do? 

I'd  better  roll  away  !" 
The  blade  on  which  it  rested, 

Before  the  day  vas  done, 
Without  a  drop  Uj  moisten  it, 

II :  Would  wither: II  in  the  sun. 


Suppose  the  little  breezes, 
Upon  a  summer's  ds.y, 
Should  think  themselves  too  small  to  cool 
The  traveler  on  his  way  ; 
Who  would  not  miss  the  smallest 
And  softest  ones  that  blow. 
And  think  they  made  a  great  mistake 
ll :  In  taJking  :  ||  ever  so. 


MISSIONARY 


HYMN.  7s&6s. 


4  How  many  deeds  of  kindness 

A  little  child  may  do, 
Although  it  has  so  little  strength, 
And  little  wisdom  too, 
It  wants  a  loving  spirit 
lluch  more  than  strength,  to  prove 
How  miiny  things  a  child  may  do, 
II :  For  others,  :||  by  his  love. 

L,  MASON. 


I .  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains  From  India's  coral  strand,  Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains  Roll  down  the  golden  sand. 
I,  What  though  the  spicy  breezes  Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ;  Though  every  prospect  pleases,  And  on  -  iy  man  is  vile  . 


-r  -r- 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.  Concluded. 
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From  many  an  ancient  rir -er.  From  many  a  palmy  phiin  They  call  us  to  de  -  liv-er  Their  land  from  error's  chain. 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness  The  g;ftsof  God  are  strewn  ;  The  heathen,  in  his  blindness,  Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone' 


3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  0  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 
It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole 


Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


THE  GOSPEL  BANNER. 

1  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 
In  every  land  unfurl'd  ; 
And  be  the  shout,  hosanna, 
Ee-echoed  through  the  world  : 

OLD  HUNDRED.   L.  M. 


 r 

Till  ev'ry  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  throng 
2  Yes,  Thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings! 
Thy  light.  Thy  love,  Thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings 
The  isles  for  Thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  Thy  praise, 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 


Dox.No.l.BetIion,OGod,cx-aIt-ed  high,  And  as  tlij  glorj  fills  the  sky.  So 


bo  on  earth  displayed.  Till  thou  art  hero  as  there  obeyed. 


DOXOLOGY  No.  2. 
Praise  God,  trom  whom  all  blessings  flow 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host. 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoat 


r- 


DOXOLOOT  No.  3 
To  God  the  Father,  God  the  oon. 
And  God  the  Spirit.  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaveu. 


102  HYMNS  OF  GRATEFUL  LOVE.  6s. 

TRIO  or  SEMI-CHORUS.  WM;  B.  BRADBURY. 

1.  Shall  hymns  of  grateful  lore,  Tliro'  heaven's  high  arches  ri;;g,   And  all   the  hosts  a  ■  bore . .  Their  songs  of  trinmph  sing. 


FULL  CHORUS,  ff 


J  r^L-J  Vr-l 


ff                    PP  Echo  at  a  distance, 
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And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain,  And  send  the  echo  back  again?  And  send  the  echo,  send  the  e  -  cho, 


-|  1^- 


4  )s — ^ — fs. 


A  h_4 


send  the  ech-o,     send   the  ech-o,     Send    the    ecli  -  o,  send  the  ecli  -  o  back    a  -  gain 


2  Shall  every  ransomed  tribe 

Of  Adam's  scottered  i-ace, 
To  Christ  all  poAvers  ascribe, 

Who  saved  them  by  his  grace.  Cho 

3  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord, 

Who  bought  tliem  with  liis  blood. 


And  all  the  love  record, 

That  led  tliem  home' to  God.  Cfio. 

4  Then  spread  the  joyful  soi;nd. 
The  Saviour's  love  proclaim, 
And  publish  all  around. 

Salvation  through  his  name.  Cho. 


SUBMISSION.      7s  &  5s.     H.  N.  WHITXEY,  bj  permission.  103 
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1  Come  to  Jesus,  erring  one  ;  Come  to  Jesus    now;  Iluinblj  at  His  graeionstlirciiejn  Submission  bow. 


2  At  His  feet  confess  jour  sin ; 
Seek  forgiveness  there; 
For  His  blood  can  make  you  cleiin, — 
He  will  hear  your  prayer. 


3  Seek  His  face  without  delay; 
Give  Him  now  your  heart ; 
Tarry  not,  but,  while  you  may, 
Choose  \he  better  part. 


Ear.  s.  F.  SMITH.   AMERICA.  Natloiial  Hymn.    6s  &  4s.    h.  caret. 
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4. 

Our  Cather'^  God,  to  taeo. 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light  j 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King. 


Let  mnsic  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song: 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  braathe  partakti. 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break. 

The  sound  prolong. 
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WEBB.  7s(&6g. 


G.  J.  WEBB. 


The  morning  light  is  breaking, The  darkness  dis-ap  -psars  ;  The  sons   of  earth  are  waking  To  pen-  i  -  ten-tial  tears-: 


as 


1 — r 
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commotion  Prepared  for  Sion's  uar. 


2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour  : 
Each  cry  to  heaven  going 

Abundant  answer  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  of  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above  : 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel's  call  obey. 
And  seek  a  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  10  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  tlieir  home 
Stay  not  till  all  tlie  holy 

Proclaim  the  Lord  is  come. 


r   • — ^ — I — r 

WHEN  SHALL  I  SEE  JESUS. 

1  0  WHEX  shall  I  see  Jesus, 

And  reign  with  him  above  ; 
And  from  tliat  flowing  fountain, 

Drink  everlasting  love? 
When  shall  I  be  delivered 

From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  with  uiy  blessed  Jesus, 

Drink  endless  pleasures  in? 

2  But  now  I  am  a  soldier, 

My  Captain  "s  gone  before ; 
He's  given  me  my  orders, 

And  bid  me  not  give  o'er; 
And  since  he  has  proved  faithful, 

A  righteous  crown  he'll  give, 
And  ail  his  valiant  soldiers 

Eternal  life  shall  have. 

3  Whene'er  you  meet  with  troubles 

And  trials  on  3'our  way, 
O  !  cast  your  care  on  Jesua, 

And  don't  forget  to  pray. 
Gird  on  the  heavenly  armor 

Of  faith,  and  hope^  and  love; 
Then,  whfu  the  combat's  ended. 

He  ll  carry  you  above. 


Hymns  to 


SABBATH  MORNING  HYMN. 

1  The  rosy  light  is  dawning 

Upon  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
It  is  the  Sabbath  morning, 

Arise  and  pay  thy  vow. 
Lift  up  tiiy  voicB  to  heaven 

In  sacred  praise  and  prayer, 
While  unto  thee  is  given 

The  light  of  life  to  share. 

2  The  landscape,  lately  shrouded 

By  evening's  paler  ray, 
Smiles  beauteous  and  unclouded 

Before  the  hour  of  day. 
Bo  let  our  souls,  benighted 

Too  long  in  folly's  shade, 
Lord,  by  thy  smiles  be  lighted 

To  joys  that  never  fade. 

S  0  see  those  waters  streaming 

In  crystal  purity, 
"While  earth,  with  verdure  teeming.. 

Gives  rapture  to  the  eye. 
Let  rivers  of  salvation 

In  larger  currents  flow. 
Till  every  tribe  and  nation 

Their  healing  virtues  know. 

EVENING  HYMN. 

1  The  mellow  eve  is  gliding 

Serenely  down  the  west : 
So  every  care  subsiding 

My  soul  would  sink  to  rest. 
The  woodland  hum  is  ringing 

The  daylight's  gentle  close- 
May  angels,  round  me  singing, 

Thus  hymn  my  last  repose. 

2  The  evening  star  has  lighted 

Ker  crystal  lamp  on  high  : 
So,  when  in  death  benighteJ, 
May  hope  Illume  the  sky. 


Tune  "Webb." 
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In  golden  splendor  d.nwning. 
The  morrow's  light  shall  break; 

O,  on  the  last  bright  morning, 
May  I  in  glory  wake. 

STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 

1  Stand  up! — stind  up  for  Jesual 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner. 

It  must  not  suffer  loss  : 
From  victory  unto  victory 

Ills  army  shall  be  led. 
Till  every  "foe  is  vanquished. 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up!— stand  up  for  Jesas! 

The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict 
In  this  his  glorious  day  ; 
"Ye  are  the  men,  now  serve  hini," 
Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 
And  strength  to  strength  oppoaa 

8  Stnnd  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you— 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own; 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor, 

And  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls  or  danger 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up !— stand  up  for  Jesus  1 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  soug: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  cruwa  of  life  sliall  be: 
He  with  the  King  of  gluvy 

Shall  reign  eternuflv. 
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A  FRIEND  THAT'S  EVER  NEAR.     8s  &  7s. 

Fear  not,  for  I  Aii  with  thee."  by  permission. 


*;  /  Tlio' the  day's  are  dark  with  trou 


J  !  !-. 


/  Tlio'  the  day's  are  dark  with  trouble.  And  thy  heart  is  filled  with  fear.  Tliere  is  one  that  sees  thee  ev  -  er 
\  Cheerful  he'arts  and  smiling  faces    Often  make  thee  happ}- here,  Ytt  no  one  was  e'er   so  liap  -  py, 


And  will  hold  thee  near  and  dear. 
But  sometimes  the  clouds  appear. /There's  a  friend  that's  ever  near.  Xever  fear,  He     is    ev  -  er  near, 


Nev-er,  nev-er  fear.  There's  a  friend  that's  ever  near,  Xever  fear.  He   is   ev  -  er  near,  Xever  fear. 


All  thy  prospects  will  seem  brighter 

When  the  shadow  leaves  the  heart, 
And  the  steps  of  time  beat  Hght^r, 

When  the  gloomy  clouds  depart, 
Many  days  have  dawned  serenely, 

While 'the  birds  sang  with  delight, 
But  the  skies  were  dark  and  gloomy 

Ere  the  sun  had  reach'd  its  height. 
There's  a  friend.  <fcc. 


Soon  will  dawn  a  brighter  morning 

On  a  blessed,  tranquil  shore; 
Sighs  will  then  give  place  to  singing. 

Tears  to  bliss,  for  ever-more, 
Thou  shalt  see  a  world  of  glory, 

And  eternal  joy  and  bliss ; 
Let  not  then  thy  "soul  be  moaning 

O'er  the  wees  and  cares  of  this. 
There's  a  friend. 


LUELLA. 


6s  &  5s. 


H.  N.  W>IITNEY.    By  permisi 


1.   Je  -  BUS,  ten- der  Sav  -  iour,  Hast  thou  died  for  me? 
Now   I  know  thou  lov  -  est,    And  dost  plead  for  me; 


MaKO  ir.e 
Make  me 


ve  -  ry 


thank  -  fui 
thank  -  ful 


In  my  heart  to  thee. 
In  my  pray'rs  to  thee. 


SECOND  HYMN. 

GoT>  of  our  salvation  1 

Unto  thee  we  pray  ; 
Hear  our  supplication, 

Be  our  strength  and  stay. 
Wretched  and  unworthy, 

Poor,  and  sick,  and  blind, 
Prostrate  we  adore  tliee. 

Call  thy  grace  to  mind. 


:i::1=J:=z]d 


ppiii 


He  that  dwelleth  near  thee, 

Safi'ly  shall  abide  ; 
Ever  love  and  fear  thee. 

In  thy  strength  confide. 
Sure  is  thy  protection, 

Safe  is  thy  defence. 
While  in  deep  atfliction, 

Woe,  or  pestilence. 


LOTTIE. 


Qod  of  our  salvation  ! 

Saviour,  Prince  of  Peace  ! 
Boundless  thy  compassion, 

Infinite  thy  grace. 
While  with  love  unceasing, 

Humbly  we  adore : 
Grant  us  thy  rich  blessing, 

And  we  ask  no  more. 


S.  M. 


Coda  for  las:t  stanea. 


How  gentle  God's  commands !  How  kind  his  precepts  are  !  Come,  cast  your  burden  on  the  Lord,  And  trust  his  constant  care. 
His  bounty  will  provide,TIis  saints  securely  dwell ;  That  hand  which  bears  creation  up.Shall  tniard  his  children  well.  [HikL 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load  Press  downVour  weary  mind?  O  seek  your  heavenly  Father's  throne.  And  peace  and  comfort 

4  Uis  goodness  stands  approved.  Unchanged  from  day  to  day;  I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet,  And  bear  a  song  away,  And  bean&c 
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OH  SAY,  WILL  YOU  BE  THERE.  C  P.  M. 


1 — 1 
— 0 

■  -J      J  - 

 !  1 

— |— •  O  0> 

1 

m 

*    #  * 

— s 

1.  Bo  -  Yond  this  life  of  hopes  and  fears,  Beyond  this  world  of  griefs  and  t<?ars.  There  is  a  region 

2.  Its  glorious  gates  are  closed  to  sin;  is  ought  that  defiles  can  enter  in  To  mar  its  beauty 


i 


f-iir. 
rare. 


It  knows  no  change  and  no  de  -  cav,  ITo  night,  but  one  un  -  end  -  ing 
Up  -  on  that  bright,  e  -  ter-nal  shore,  Earth's  bitter  curse  is  known  no 


day. 
more. 


m 


FULL  CHORUS  to  each  Stanza. 


,       Oh  sav,  will  you  be  there?  Oh  say,  will  you  be  there?  Oh  sav,  oh  sav,  oh  sav,  will  vou  be  there  ' 


So  drooping  form,  no  tearful  eye, 
So  hoary  head,  no  weary  sigh, 

Xo  pain,  no  grief,  no  care ; 
But  joys  which  mortals  may  not  know, 
Like  a  calm  river,  ever  flow. 

Oh  say,  will  you  be  there? 


Our  Saviour,  once  as  mortal  child, 
As  mortal  man,  by  man  reviled, 

There  many  crowns  doth  wear  ; 
While  thousand  thousands  swell  the  stiaiu 
Of  glory  to  the  Lamb  once  slain ! 

Oh  say,  will  you  be  tliere? 


OH  SAY,  WILL  YOU  BE  THERE.  ConcMecI. 
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5  Who  shall  be  there  ?    The  lowly  here- 
All  those  who  serve  the  Lord  in  fear, 

The  world's  proud  mockery  dare  ; 
Who,  by  the  Holy  Spirit  led, 
Rejoice  the  narrow  path  to  tread  : — 

Oh,  they  shall  all  be  there  ! 

6  Those  Yi-ho  have  learnt  at  Jesus'  cross 
All  earthly  gain  to  count  but  loss, 

So  that  his  love  they  share  ; 


L.  M. 


Who,  gazing  on  the  Crucified, 

By  faith  can  say,  "  For  me  he  died  ;" 

Oh,  they  shall  all  be  there  I 
Will  you  be  there  ?   You  shall,  you  must, 
If,  hating  sin,  in  Christ  you  trust, 

Who  did  that  place  prepare. 
Still  doth  his  voice  sound  sweetly,  "  Come  ! 
I  am  the  way — I'll  lead  you  home — 

With  me,  you  shall  be  there  1" 

Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh,  A  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  I  cry;  Thy  pardoning  grace  is  rich  and  free;  0  God  be  mercifnl  to  me! 


2  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast, 
"With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  oppressed ; 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea ; 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me! 

3  Far  off  I  stand  with  tearful  eyes. 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies  ;  \ 
But  thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see ;  i 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me !  j 

DESIGN  OF  FRAYER 

1  Prayer  is  appointed  to  convey  3 

The  blessings  God  designs  to  give: 
Long  as  they  live  should  Christians  pray 
They  learn  to  pray  when  first  they  live 

2  If  pain  afflict,  or  wrongs  oppress  ; 

If  cares  distract,  or  fears  dismay ; 
If  guilt  deject,  if  sin  distress  ; 

la  every  case,  etUl  watch  and  pray. 


I   1^  ^  > 

Kor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done, 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone  ; 
To  Calvary  alone  I  flee  : 
0  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 
And  when  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
With  all  the  ransomed  throng  I  dwell, 
My  raptured  song  shall  ever  be, 
God  has  been  merciful  to  me ! 
L.  M. 

Tis  prayer  supports  the  soul  that's  weak  : 

Though  thought  be  broken,  language  lame, 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  or  canst  not  speak  ; 
But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesus'  name. 
4  Depend  on  him;  thou  canst  not  fail; 

Make  all  thy  wants  and  wishes  known; 
Fear  not ;  his  merits  must  prevail : 
Ask  but  in  faith,  it  shall  be  done 


110  0,  WHO'S  LIKE  JESUS.  L.  H. 

Mat  be  stjnq  as  Solo,  Quartette, 

 CHORtJ^-t  ^     .  ^      SOLO  oa  QUARTETTE. 

=sr"  -   -  - 


oa  Semi-Chorus.* 


I 

l.Who  came  from  heaven  to  ransom  mel  Jesus,who  died  iipon  the  tree.  Why  did  he  come  from  heaven  abovel 
'  21^— -g-   .  m  «  m  ^    ^  ^  -g^  ^     ^    .  ^         -m-    .  ^ 


lie  came  because  his  name  w  as  "  Love."  0,  who's  like  Jesus,  who  died  on  the  tree,  He  died  for  you,  he 

 a— i  ■■     \       -—  I       I  as—     <^       I  ■ —  ^       «a  tz  *  '  Ps*— —  — ^ 


1  1  r 

2  And  did  he  die—  the  Son  of  Godi 
Yes,  on  the  crosa  he  shed  his  blood. 
Why  did  my  Lord  and  Saviour  bleed  ? 
That  we  from  evil  might  be  freed. — Cho. 

3  When  he  had  died,  what  happened  then? 
On  the  third  day  he  rose  again. 
Where  did  lie  go  wlien  he  had  risen? 
He  went  to  God's  right  hand  in  heaven. - 

•  For  Choir  or  School. 


■Cho. 


Where  is  he  now?    Is  be  still  there? 
Yes,  and  he  pleads  witu  God  in  prayer. 
What  does  he  pray  foi,  and  for  whom  ? 
He  prays  that  we  to  him  might  come. — Cho. 
Should  we  not  come  ?    Should  we  not  corao? 
Oh!  yes,  Christ  is  the  sinner  m  iiome? 
Christ  is  the  weary  sinner's  home — 
Oh,  let  us  come  !  oh.  \pi  us  come  !—  CJio 
*  For  Chlldrea. 


Words  by  Her.  GEO.  B. 
Tender  1 11.  ^ 


PECK. 


COME,  COME  TO  JESUS 

-!  


111 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


1.  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus !  He  waits  to  ^yelcome  thee,  0  wand'rer  eagerly  ;  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

2.  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !  He  waits  to  ransom  thee,  0  slave  e  -  ternally  ;  Come, come  to  Jesus ! 

3.  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !  He  waits  to  lighten  thee,  O  burden'd,  trustingly ;  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

4.  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !  He  waits  to  give  to  thee,  O  blind,  a  vision  free ;  Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 

5.  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !  He  waits  to  shelter  thee,  0  weary,  blessedly  ;  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus  !  He  waits  to  car  -  ry  thee,  0  lamb,  so  lovingly;  Come, come  to  Jesus  ! 


i! 


?izz:»— art* 
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ROCKINGHAM.  L  M, 


Dr.  L.  MASON. 


We  meet  to  read, and  sing,and  pray; 
1.  Assembled  in  our  school  once  more,  0  Lord, thy  blessings  we  implore;  Be  with  us, then, thro'  this  thy  day. 


Our  fervent  prayer  to  thee  ascends 
For  parents,  teachers,  foes,  and  friends 
And  when  we  in  thy  house  appear, 
Help  us  to  worship  in  thy  fear. 

How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies  I 
How  transient  every  earthly  bliss  I 

How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this  ! 

The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew. 
The  with'ring  grass,  the  fading  flowei 

Of  earthly  hopes  ai-e  emblems  true — 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour. 


3  When  we  on  earth  shall  meet  no  more, 
May  we  above  to  glory  soar, 
!  And  praise  thee  in  more  lofty  strains 

I  Where  one  eternal  Sabbath  reigns. 

SECOND  HYMN. 

3  But  though  earth's  fairest  blossoms  die, 
And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  vain. 

There  is  a  brighter  worid  on  high. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  to  come 
Dispel  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears 

If  God  be  ours,  we're  trav'ling  home, 
Thouijh  passing  through  a  vale  tean. 
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MARCHING  ALONG. 


Wil.  B,  BRADBURY. 


Words  by  R.  P.  CLARK. 


'j    1  TLe  children  are  gath'ring  from  near  and  from  far,  The  trumpet  is  sounding  the  call  for  the  war, .  The 


^  ,    ,  ^  I       ^  V— ^._-.;;ri^-V_>,^    .  ^  -^-4— „ 


conflict     is  raging, 'twill  be    fearful  and  long,  TVe'll  gird  on  our  armor,  and  be  marching  along. 


CHORUS,  ff 


\  N— ^ 


~a — »- 


 — m — r — * — 


Marching    along,     we   are  marching  along,  Gird  on  the  armor  and  be  marching  along,  The 


>  N  s   s  ^ 
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conflict  is  raging, 'twill  be    fearful  and  long.  Then  gird  on  the  armor  and  be  marching  along. 


MARCHING  ALONG.  Concluded 
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t  Tho  foe  is  before  us  in  battle  array, 
Hat  let  us  aot  waver  nor  turn  from  tho  way, 
The  Lord  is  our  strength,  be  this  ever  our  song, 
With  courage  and  faith  we  are  marching  along. 
Cho. — Marching  along,  &c. 

3  We've  listed  for  life,  and  will  camp  on  the  field, 
With  Christ  as  our  Captain  we  never  will  yield 


The  "swor''.  of  the  Spirit,"  both  trusty  and  strong 
We'l'  b'.H  in  our  hands  as  we'r^i  marcliinc  along. 
Cno. — Marching  along,  &o. 
4  Through  conflicts  and  trials  our  crowns  we  must  wiu. 
For  here  we  contend  'gainst  temptatio»i  and  sin  ; 
But  one  thing  assures  us,  we  can  not  go  wrong. 
If  trusting  our  Saviour,  while  marching  along.  Cho. 


I'M  A  PILGRIM  GOING  HOME.    8s  &  7s, 


From  "Praises  of  Jesns."  by  permission. 
CHORUS. 


(Christians,  I  am 
I    would  tell  the  w 


,  I    am   on  my  journey !  Ere  I  reach  the  narrow  sea, 
ondrous  sto  -  rj,  What  the  Lord  has  done  for  me. 


Glory,  glo-ry,  hal-le- 


 1  ^ 


lu-jah,  Tho' a  stranger  here  I  roam,  I    am  on  mywaj'to  Zi  -  on,  I'm  a  pilgrim  going  home. 


js.  je.  JR. 


^  ^  ( 


2  I  was  lost,  but  Jesus  found  mc, 

Taught  ray  heart  to  seek  his  face  ; 
from  a  wild  and  lonely  desert. 
Brought  me  to  His  fold  of  grace. 

Clio. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  &c. 

3  Now  my  soul  with  rapture  glowing, 

SinKS  aloud  Hia  pard'nina;  lov«  ; 


Looks  beyond  a  world  of  sorrow, 
To  the  pilgrims  home  above. 

Cho. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  &o. 
4  I  shall  yet  behold  my  Saviour, 
When  the  day  of  life  is  o'er  i 
I  shall  cast  my  crown  before  Him, 
I  shall  praise  Ilim  evermore-  TAto. 
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Solo.  Tbio,  or  Sbmi-Chorus. 


THE  ANGEL'S  SONG. 


^»-4  ,  1 

— ^z^d^-rtjq 

H — 1 

9  '  m  9 

1 — ^ 

1.  There's  a  song  the  angels  sing,  And  its  notes  with  rapture  ring. Round  the  throne  whose  radiance  fills  the  heav'na  above, 

2.  'Tis       a  song  for  children  too  ;  To   the  Saviour 'tis  their  due  ;  Let  its  grateful  notes  as  -  cend  to  him  again; 


ff  CHORUS.  pp 


Shepherds  heard  the  distant  strain,  Watching  on  Ju  -  de  -  a's  plain,  "  Glo- ry  be  to  God.  GIo  -  ry  be  to  God, 
Join   with  an  -  gels  in  their  song,  And  the  heavenly  strain  prolong,  "  Glo- ry  be   to  God,    Gio  -  ry  be   to  God, 


Glo- ry  be  to  God,  to  men  be  peace  and  love."  Thro'  the  earth  and  thro'  the  sky,  Let  the  anthem  ev  er  fly, 
Gio- ry  be    to  God,  good  will  and  peace  to  men,"  Thro'  the  earth,  fcc. 


t — r 


-^S — ^  


Repeat] 


3  Soon  around  that  throne  may  we 
With  those  liappy  angels  be, 
Striking  harps  to  strains  that  nevermore  shall 

cease  : 

Mingling  love  with  loftiest  praise, 
Still  the  cliorus  there  we'll  raise, 
"  Glory  be  to  God,  to  men  good  will  and  pe«Cd. 
CAorJfs.— Through  the  earth,  to. 
For  a  Concert,  a  good  effect  will  be  produced  by  having  a  choir,  out  of  sight,  slug  (he  repetition  as  a  reaixjuge 


Gloty   be  to   God  again,  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 


i 


LOVE  AT  HOME.    7s  &  5s.  113 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  McNAUGHTON,  by  permission. 


1.  There  is  beau  -  ty  all    around, When  there's  love  at  home  ;  There  is  joy   in  every  sound, When  there's  love  at 
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home.  Peace  and  plen-ty    here    abide,     Smiling  sweet  on    eve  -  ry  side,  Time  doth  soft -ly, 
^v.  1  1  n — 1  1.  1 — ^ — rO-^— • — "3 — 1-« — a — »  1 — 1  . — , — a— — » — m  0 — 1 

sweetly  glide, 

r-«  «  IS  ^ 
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1  I 
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When  there's  love  at  home,  Love  at  home,  love  at  home  ;  Time  doth  softly,  sweetly  glide,  When  there's  love  at  home. 


'^^iiieiilipiiigiiiii^ 


! — t — rr 


lu  the  cottage  there  is  joy, 

When  there's  h)ve  at  liome; 
Hate  and  envy  ne'er  annoy, 

When  there's  love  at  home. 
"Roses  blossom  'ueaili  our  feet, 
All  the  earth's  a  garden  sweet, 
"Making  life  a  ])liss  complete, 
Wlxen  tiiere's  love  at  home. 


Kindly  heaven  smiles  above, 
When  there's  love  at  home  ; 

All  the  earth  is  filled  with  love, 
When  there's  love  at  home. 

Sweeter  sings  the  brooklet  by, 

Brighter  beams  the  aznre  sky  ; 

Oh,  ihere's  One  who  smiles  on  "high 
When  there's  love  at  home. 


Jesus  make  me  wholly  Thine, 
Then  there's  love  at  home  ; 
May  Thy  sacrifice  be  mine. 

Then  there's  love  at  home- 
Safely  from  all  harm  I'll  rest. 
With  no  sinful  care  distressed, 
Thro'  Thy  tender  mercy  blesseii, 
With  Thy  love  at  home. 
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PILGRIM  BAND. 


* 


:       K  !i — ^  '"-'^-r-'r — '"'  '■I    I       ^  »  ^  ■n-r''"  ^  "  h  ^  Jr—  — rii 


''Come,  little  soldiers,  join  in  our  band,  March  for  the  kingdom,  our  promised  land. 


Fearless   of  danger,  onward  we  roam,  [Omit  /Jesus  our  leader  is,  soon  we'll  be  home. 


CHORUS  by  smaller  Scholars. 


We're  a    lit  -  tie  pilgrim  band,  Guided    by   a  Saviour's  hand,  Soon  we'll  reach  our  fatherland,  No  more  to  roam. 


2  Hark  to  the  voices,  bidding  us  come  I 
Angels,  rejoicing,  welcome  us  home  ; 
No  more  shall  sadness  or  sorrow  oppress, 
Come,  little  pilgrim  band,  there  we  sliall  rest. 
Chorus.— AVe're  a  little  pilgrim,  &c. 


3  Soon  we  shall  never  know  sorrow  more, 
But,  blest  for  ever,  God's  love  shall  share; 
Soon  we  shall  see  him  in  his  blest  home, 
Ever  still  praising  him,  ages  to  come. 
Chorus. — We're  a  little  pilgrim,  &c. 


HEAVENLY  BREEZES. 


2d. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY 


2  /Spi  ead,  my  soul,  thy  golden  pinions, — IJ,ask  in  heaven's  celestial  ray — '\ 
"V  'Tis    a   for  -  taste  of  the  glories,  SaVed  for  that  /   e  -  ter-nal  day  I  "When  thy  pil  -  grimage  is 

I  S  jB.   ^    .ff.    ^  JB.         .  A 


1 


D.  C.  FULL  CHORUS. 


(As  tlie  tide    is  Uowing",  flowing.  Onward  to     return  no  more— \ 
So  may  heavenly  breezes  blowing,  W/vft  my  soul  /  to  Canaan's  shore ! 


HEAVENLY  BREEZES,  loncladed. 
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0.  C.  IX  PTLL  CU0RU3. 


ver  And  the  clouds  of  sin  are  past 


Then  if  faith' 

^  >  I 


thy   missiou  Thou  shalt  reach  that  goal  at  la>t. 


Though  the  path  be  long  and  drearj 

And  my  way  by  thorns  beset ; 
I  will  bravely  onward  journey, 

Hopeful  of  the  blessing  yet ! 
Trusting  in  a  loving  Father  ; 

One  whose  mighty  arm  is  strong  ; 
I  will  brave  life's  surging  billows, 

'Till  I  see  the  shining  throng  I — Cho 


3  Come  then,  all  who  seek  God's  favor- 
See  the  open  gospel  door, 

From  the  highways  and  the  hedges 
Gather  in,  ye  needy  poor ! 

Gather  in,  and  taste  the  banquet, 
Spread  by  wondrous  love  divine  ; 

Then  shall  all  things  past  and  present. 
All  in  earth  and  heaven  be  thine  '.—Cho. 


Words  by  Rev.  WM.  HUNTER,  D.  D 


LONG-LOVED  ZION. 


CHORUS  to  each  Stanza. 


D.  C. 


/Where  Babel's  drooping  willow  Stood,  Far  from  long-loved  ZionAWe're  thronging  home,  Home  to  long-loved  Zion, 

I    V    We  hung  our  harps,  in  silent  mood,  Far  from  long-loved  Zion,/  We're  thronging  home,  ' 

'd.c.  We're  thronging  home,  we're  thronging  home.  Home  to  long-loved  Zion, 
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2  Great  things  the  Lord  has  done  for  U3 

Far  from  long-loved  Zion, 
Our  toiliome  race  is  nearly  run. 
Far  from  long-loved  Zion. — Cho. 

3  As  streams  their  mighty  torrents  pour, 

Far  from  long-loved  Zion  ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  to  thee  once  more, 
Home  to  long-loved  Zion. — Cho. 

4  With  faces  turned  for  Zion's  hill, 

Home  to  long-loved  Zion  ; 


Our  harps  and  hearts  with  rapture  thrill, 
Home  to  long-loved  Zion.— CAo. 

5  We  soon  shall  reach  our  Father's  land. 

Home  in  long-loved  Zion  , 
Our  feet  within  thy  gates  shall  stan'l, 
Home  in  long-loved  Zion. — Cho, 

6  Our  grateful  incense  to  the  skies, 

Home  in  long-loved  Ziou  ; 
Mingled  with  holy  Sonets  .shall  rise 
Home  in  long- loved  Ziou. 
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CHILDREN  IN 


HEAVEN. 

CHOKUS. 


B.  BRADBUP.Y. 


/  A-ronnd  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven  Ten  thousand  children  stand : 
\  Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 


3^ 


ho  -  Iv,  hap-py  band. 


Singing  glo  -  ry, 


Si 


4  On  earth  thev  sought  the  Saviour's  grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name  ; 
And  now  they  see  his  blessed  luce, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. — Chorus. 


2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
"Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  1 
How  came  those  children  there  ? — Cho, 

S  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood, 
To  wash  away  our  sin ; 
Batbedin  that  pure  and  precious  flood. 
Behold  them  white  and  clean  1 — Chorus, 

5  In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white, 
See  every  one  array'd, 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  li^ht. 

And  joys  that  never  fade, — Chorus. 


THE  PENITENT. 


1  Prostrate,  dear  Jesus  1  at  thy  feet 

A  guilty  rebel  lies  ; 
And  upward  to  the  mercy-seat 

Presumes  to  hft  his  eyes. 
Chorus. — Crying  save  rne,  save  me, 
Save  me  1  blessed  Saviour 
Crying  save  me,  save  me  ! 
0  thou  Lamb  of  God. 

2  If  tears  of  sorrow  would  suffice 

To  pay  the  debt  I  owe. 


Tears  should  from  both  my  weeping  eyes 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. — Chorus. 

But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 

To  expiate  my  guilt ; 
No  tears — but  those  which  thou  hast  she.i- 

No  blood,,  but  thou  hast  spilt. — Chorus. 

Think  of  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord  ! 

And  all  my  sins  forgive  1 
Justice  will  well  approve  tlie  word 

That  bids  the  sinner  live.—(j:horvs. 


Hymns  to  the  Tune 


'Children  in  Heaven."  119 


PEAISE  OF  CHILDREN  ACCEPTABLE. 

1  Children  of  old  bosanuas  sung 
To  praise  tlie  Saviours  name ; 
TV'o.  too,  would  join  our  infant  song, 
To  celebrate  bis  tame. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory,  hallelujah  1 

•2  Chief  priests  and  scribes  were  sore  displeased 
Tliat  children  thus  should  sing  ; 
But  Jesus  owned  their  early  praise, 
And  we  our  praises  bring. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 

3  We  bless  the  Lord  for  all  his  gifts, 
For  life,  and  food,  and  friends  ; 
We  bless  him  for  the  Word  of  hfe, 
The  choicest  gift  he  sends. 
Singing  glory,  &e. 

HEAVENLY  BLISS. 

1  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light 

Above  the  starry  sky  ; 
Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white. 
Adore  the  Lord  most  high. 

Singing  glory,  glor\^  g^<>ry,  hallelujah  ! 

2  And  hark  !  amid  the  sacred  songs 

Those  heavenly  voices  raise, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  infant  tongues 
Unite,  and  perfect  praise. 
Singing  glory,  &o. 

3  Those  are  the  hymns  that  we  shall  know. 

If  Jesus  we  obey  ; 
That  is  the  place  where  we  shall  go, 
If  found  in  wisdom's  ways. 
Singing  glory,  <sc. 


4  This  is  the  joy  we  ought  to  seek, 

And  make  our  chief  concern  ; 
For  this  we  come,  from  week  to  week, 
To  read,  and  hoar,  and  learn. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 

5  Great  God  !  impress  the  serious  thoiight 

This  day  on  every  breast : 
That  both*  the  teacfiers  and  the  taught 
May  enter  into  rest. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 

HOSANNAS  IN  THE  TEMPLE. 

1  Whex  Jesus  to  the  temple  came. 

The  voice  of  praise  was  heard. 
The  little  children  owned  his  claim, 
And  in  his  train  appeared. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory,  haUelnjah  ^ 

2  Hosannas  made  the  temple  ring. 

For  many  tongues  agreed  ; 
Hosanna  to  the  heavenly  King, 
To  David's  promised  seed. 
Singing  glory,  «fcc. 

3  0  let  those  scenes  be  now  renewed, 

Where  children  lisp  thy  praise  I 
Thou  art  as  gracious  and  as  good 
As  in  the  former  days. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 

4  Dwell  by  thy  Spirit  iu  onr  hearts, 

And  this  will  loose  our  vongues  ; 
The  love  that  heavenly  truth  impiirts 
Will  animate  our  soutrs. 
Singing  glory,  <Jcc. 
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IViEET  ME  IN  HEAVEN.   C  M.  DoaWe.    wy.  b.  bradburt. 


."Cr:  SIN'-;  WITH  THE  IRZBLE. 


 0  S  — 


1*<  Semi-Cko.  How  bright  the  day.  the  joyful  day,  "When  all  the  good  shall  come.  And  clothed  in  robes  of  white  ar  -  ray,  Meet 
•2d  Semi-Cko.  The  Saviour's  hand  shall  wipe  their  tears,  And  folded  to  his  breaaC,  His  lambs  shall  feel  no  earthly  fear,  But 


in  their  happv   home  !\ 
I       find    e  -  ter-nal  LOMiT.]j  rest.  Oil! 


meet  me     in   heaven,  meet  me     in  heaven,  lleet  me  in  heaven,  where  we'll 


P 


nev-  er  part  a  -  gain  ; 
m     m     tm_  ^ 


1^9 

Meet  me   in  heaven,  meet  m 


in  heaven,  Meet  me  in  heaven,  Where  we'll  never  part  aiain. 


2  Ah !  would  you  be  among  the  blest, 
Wlio  walk  the  golden  streets, 
Or  lean  upon  the  Saviour's  breast, 

Or  worship  at  his  feet ! 
Then  wander  not  from  Jesus  Christ, 

]S'or  go  the  path  of  sin, 
Until  you  find  the  gates  of  woo, 
An(i  there  must  enter  in. 
Oil !  ruef  L  me  in  heaven,  &c. 


— »• — 

Your  teachers  can  not  bear  to  think 

Those  little  feet  shall  slide 
Upon  the  dark  and  dreadful  brink 

Of  ruir/s  sweeping  tide. 
Come  to  the  Saviour,  little  ones. 

And  with  his  own  dear  flock. 
He"Il  hide  you  when  temptation  oomes. 
Safe  in  the  clefted  rock. 
Oh!  meet  me  in  heaven.  <fcG. 


I  OUGHT  TO  LOVE  MY  MOTHER.   7s  &  ds. 
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1.    I  ought  to  love  my  mother,  She  loved  me  long  a  -  go.  There  is    on  earth  no  oth-er    That  er  -  er  loved  me  so,  Whea 
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a  weak  babe  much  trial    I  caused  her,  and  much  care  ;  For  me   no  self  -  de  -  ni  -  al     Nor  la-bordid  she  si)are. 


t— T 


2  "When  in  my  cradle  lying, 

Or  on  her  loving  breast, 
She  gently  hush"d  my  crying. 

And  rock'd  her  babe  to  l  est, 
When  any  thing  has  ailed  me. 

To  her  I  told  my  grief — 
Her  fond  love  never  fail'd  me, 

In  finding  some  relief. 


3  What  sight  is  that  which,  near  me, 

Makes  home  a  happy  place, 
And  has  such  power  to  cheer  me  ? 

It  is  my  mother's  face. 
What  sound  is  that  which  ever 

Makes  my  young  heart  rejoice 
With  tones  that  tire  me  never? 

It  is  my  mother's  voice. 


When  she  is  ill,  to  tend  her 

My  daily  care  shall  be  ; 
Such  hope  as  I  can  render 

Will  all  be  joy  to  me. 
Though  I  can  ne'er  repay  her 

For  all  her  tender  care, 
I  will  honor  and  obey  her. 

While  God  our  lives  shall  spare. 


1  To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour, 

Mv  heart,  exulting  sings. 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor. 

Almighty  King  of  kings; 
I'll  celebrate  thy  glory. 

With  all  thy  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love 


TO  THEE,  MY  GOD.    7s  &  6s. 


2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 

Bedecks  the  dewy  east, 
And  when  the  sun  reposes 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast. 
My  voice  in  supplication, 

My  Saviour,  thou  shall  hear  ; 
0,  grant  me  thy  salvation, 

And  to  my  soul  draw  near. 


3  By  thee  through  life  supported, 

I  pass  the  dangerous  road. 
With  heavenly  hosts  escorted. 

Up  to  thy  bright  abode  ; 
Then  cast  my  crown  before  ihee, 

And  all  my  conflicts  o'er, 
Unceasingly  adore  thee  ; 

What  coald  an  angel  more  7 


132  THE  SHIP  IN  A  STORM.    C.  M.      wm  b. bp.^i.f.uky. 
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It  blew  the  clouds  across  the  skies.  It  blew  the  waves  alor 


It  b;ow  the  clouds  across  the  skies.  It  blew  the  waves  a-long. 
-m-  -m-  N  ^ 


And  all  but  One  were  sore  afraid 

Of  sinking  in  the  deep, 
His  head  was  on  a  pillow  laid, 

And  he  was  fast  asleep  ; 
'Master,  we  perish!  Master,  save  I'' 

They  cried  :  their  Master  heard  ; 
He  rose,  rebuked  the  wind  and  wave, 

And  stiUed  them  with  a  word. 


3  A  noble  ship,  onr  country  dear, 

Ha3  weathered  many  a  gale — 
Yet  now  a  storm  beats  so  severe 

That  many  stout  hearts  quail ; 
But  One  who  rides  above  the  storm 

Can  save  us  from  all  ill ; 
We  only  wait  to  hear  his  voice 

Commanding  "Peace,  be  still !" 


4  O,  Jesns!  Master!  hear,  we  pray, 

Eemove  the  chastening  rod  ; 
Let  not  our  foes  exultin?  say, 

"  There  is  no  help  in  God."  [land, 
From  threafning  storms  preserve  oar 

Rebuke  the  winds  and  waves; 
And  let  us,  one  united  band, 

Eeioice  in  God.  who  saves. 


LAHER  DAY.  8s  k  7s, 


1  "VTe  are  living,   we  are  dwelling.  In  a  grand  and  aw- ful  time,    In  an  age  on      a  -  gos  telling, 

2  Vriil  ve  plav,  then,  wul  ye  dally,  With  your  nausic  and  your  wine?  Up  I  it  is   Je  -  hovah's  ral-ly! 


LATTER  DAY.  Concluded. 


To  be  iiv- ing  is  sublime.  Hark !  the  waking  np  ot  nations,  Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fi-ay. 
God's  own  arm  hath  need  of  thine.  Hark !  the  onset  1  will  je  fold  your  Faith-clad  arms  in  la-  zy  lock  ? 


Hark!  what  sonndeth?  iscre-a  tion  Groaning  for  its  latter  day. 
Up,  0  up,  thou  drowsy  soldier ;  ^Vorldsare  charging  to  the  shock, 
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8s  &  7s. 

3  "Worlds  are  charging— heaven  beholding  ; 
Thou  hast  but  an  hour  tc  fight  ; 
Now  the  blazoned  cross  unfolcilnff, 
On — right  onward,  for  the  right. 
On  !  let  ail  the  soul  within  you 

For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad  ! 
Strike  I  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 
Tell  on  ages— tell  for  God ! 


BALERMA.     C.  M. 
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!3  For  she  hath  treasures  greater  far,  3  She  guides  the  yonng  with  Innocenoa 

Tbdu  u-ast  and  west  unfold.  In  pleasure's  paths  to  tread 

And  her  rewards  liiore  precious  are  A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 

Tiian      their  stores  cl  gold  Uoon  the  hoarj  hes,d. 
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THE  BLEEDING  LAMB. 

CHORUS.        Arranged  by  H.  P.  MAIN . 
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.   5        Je  -  sus  Christ  lias  bled  and  died, Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb!  >  [His 
)  He  for  our  sius  was  cru-  ci  -  lied,  Hal  •  le  -  lu  -  jah  to  the  Lamb!  )  The  Lamb, the  Lamb,the  bleeding  LambI 
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finished  work  I  II  ev  -  er  sing,  And  to  it 


I    will  always  cling,  Hal  -  le  •  lu  -  jah  to  the  Lamb. 


2  Once  He  dwelt  in  heaven  above, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  1 
And  to  this  earth  He  came  with  love 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb !  Cho. 

3  And  when  on  us  the  burden  laid, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 
He  then  the  ransom  freely  paid, 
flallelujah  to  the  Lamb !  Cho. 

4  And  now  from  sin  we  may  be  free, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 
He  offers  peace  to  you  and  me, 
HaUelujah  to  the  Lamb !  Cho. 


1  I  love  to  steal  a  while  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
lu  humble,  grateful  prayer. 


>  He  knows  that  we  are  justified, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 
If  we  will  trust  in  Him  who  died, 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb !  Cho. 

)  His  blood  for  us  was  freely  spilt, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 
And  it  will  cleanse  away  our  guilt. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb  !  Cho. 

'  Let  justice  from  Mount  Sinai  flame. 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 

Tune.— -LA  MIEA.   Page  338. 

2  I  love  in  solitude,  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear ; 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 


Jesus  has  cancelled  all  its  claim. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb  I  Cho. 

3  We  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace, 
Glory  to  the  bleedmg  Lamb ! 
May  come  and  claim  the  children's 
place. 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb !  Cho. 

9  We  now  will  sing  the  Saviour's  praise, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 
Him  will  we  serve  thro'out  our  days. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb  !  Cho 


13  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
I       And  future  good  implore  : 
'    My  cares  and  sorrows  all  to  ca»t 
Ou  him  whom  I  adore. 


THE  FLAG  OF  OUR  UNION,  ^^ational  Sonof.  125 

SOLO— TBNOB  OK  SOPRANO.    MAESTOSO.    Words  by  GEO.  P.  MORRIS,  EsQ.         Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


 1  

1,  A  song  for    our  ban  -  ner  I  the  watchword  recall  Which  gave  the  Re-pub  -  lie    her  sta  -  tion; 

2,  What  God  in  his  in  -  fi  -  nite  wisdom  designed,  And  armed  with  his  weapon  of  thun-der, 


U  -  ni  -  ted  we  stand,  di  -  vi  -  ded  we  fall !  It. .  made  and  preserves  us  a  na  -  tion ! 
Not  all  the  earth's  despots  and  factions  combined,  Have  the  power  to  conquer  or  sun  -  der! 
Stm.  r^5  I  For  each  verse. 


The   un  -  ion   of  lakes — the  un  -  ion   of  lands,  The 
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CHORUS.- 


 li  

flag    of    our  Un  -  ion  for    ev  -  er. 


#1 


"iFor  ev  -  er, 


for  ev  -  er. 


for  ev  -  er  !  The 
A   .m.  A 

 1- 


un  -  ion  of  hearts —  the  un  -  ion  of  hands.  And  the  flag  of   our  Un  -  ion  for  ev  -  er. 
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HOSANNAH.  (AXTHEl.) 

Two  Divisions  of  tl>e  School  Toay  sing  a-lternately. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY, 

-1- 


Hosannali,  Hosannab,  Ilosannah,  to  the  Son  of  David !  Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the 


I  T 


Repeat  by  2d  Division 
1st.  2d, 


lEi: 


Lord,   Lord,   Hosannah  in  the  highest,  in  the  high- est,  Ilosannah  in  the  highest,  in  the  highest. 


/  And  when  he  was  come  unto  \ 

\     Jerusalem,  all  the   /  city  was  moved,  saying,  "Who  is  this?"  And  the  multitude  said, 


D.  C.  Chorus.  Repeat  pp 


:S— S=iS=:g: 


This  is     Je  -   bus,  This  is  J( 


sus,   the    pro-phetof  Xa-za-reth  and  Ga  -  li 


RECITATIVE. 


COME  YE  BLESSED.     Anthem.  127 

MATT.  25Tn  CHAP.  34th  to  40th  VERBE3.  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

CHORUS. 

^—  ■  ^  —  ^-^-J- 


Then  shall  the  King\ 

say  uuto  them  on  his/   risht   hand,  Come,  ye    blessed  of  my   Fa-ther,  in -her  -  it,  the  kingdom  pre 


•i  8.* — ix- 
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par  -  ed  for  you  From  the  founda  -  tion   of    the  world.  For  I  was  an  hungered,  and  ye  gave  me  meat; 


I  was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me  drink ;  I  was  a  stranger,  and  j-e  took,  me  in;  Naked,  and  ye  clothed  me, 


M.  ^  jm..  -ft.  M. 


>  sick,  and  ye  vis -it- ed  me;  I  was  in  pinson,  and  ye  came  unto  me ;  "In  -  asmuch  as  yehave  done  it  unto 


.«  ^.  ^  .0  .(=i. 
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COME  YE  BLESSED.  Concluded. 


one  of  tlie  least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye  have  done  it    uu  -  to  me,    ye  have  done  it  nn-to  me. 


fen 

— 
-  -\ — 

^  L 

r 
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^                    C  J  ^ 

THERE'S  NOT  A  TINT.  C.  M. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  There's  not    a  tint  that  paints  the  rose,  Or  decks  the  li  -  ly  fair,  Or  streaks  the  humblest  flow'r  that  blo-ws,  But 





God    has  placed  it  there.  But  God 


3^ 


has  placed  it  there. 


1^ 


2  There's  not  of  grass  a  single  blade. 

Or  leaf  of  loveliest  gi-een, 
Where  heavenly  skill  is  not  displayed. 
And  heavenly  wisdom  seen. 

3  There's  not  a  star  whose  twinkling  light 

Shines  on  the  distant  earth, 
And  cheers  the  silent  gloom  of  night, 
But  heaven  gave  it  birth. 


There's  not  a  place  on  earth's  vast  round, 

la  ocean's  deep,  or  air, 
Where  skill  and  wisdom  are  not  found. 

For  fiod  is  every  where. 


Aromd,  beneath,  below,  aboTC, 

Wherever  space  tstends. 
There  God  displays  his  boundless  lov«, 

And  power  with  mercy  blenda. 


NET^"  GOLDEX  SHOWER. 


LO!  THE  FIELDS  ARE  WHITE  TO  HARVEST 


Words  bv  JOSEPHINE  POLLAF.D 


1st. 


MISSIONARY 


2i. 


/  Lo  !  the  fields  are  wliite  lo  har-  vest :  VTho  will  thrust  the  sicl 
\  "SMio  will  reap  the  crold  -  tz.  elo  -  rv,  [O/nit  


B.  BRADBUUT. 


er  striTes  to  vrm  I 


^  ^  >  ^  >  ^  ^  —  ^^^^^ 

I    Prone  to  evil  men  will  follow  Paths  their  father's  long  have  known  ;  In  their  blindness,  still  they  worship  Gods  of  iron,  wood, 

[and  stone. 


S3 


Tliere  are  many,  manv  children, 

Grovriiig  up  to  sin  and  shame  ; 
And  their  Uttle  lips  are  never 

Taught  to  speak  a  Saviour's  name  : 
Though  the  sun  is  shining  o'er  them, 

Bathiug  all  in  glorious  light, 
Yet  theirlieans  are  full  of  sJiadows, 

Darker  than  the  darkest  night. 


3  Lo,  the  master  looks  imploring : 

Lo,  the  mvriad  heathen  stand, 
'V\'aiting  for  the  gospel  message 

To  arouse  the  slunib'ring  land  ! 
"Wno  will  bear  the  blessed  tidings  ? 

Spread  the  knowledge  far  and  wide  ? 
Telling  heathen,  wretched  heathen, 

'^as  for  them  a  Saviour  died  I 


130  THE  BEST  DAY  OF  ALL  THE  WEEK. 

Words  b:  EATS  CA^rEROX. 


 ^ — ^  — ^ — 
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0  «  0  . 

2  Be  :t  ever  our  care 
lu  that  place  of  prayer. 

Oiir  spirits  above  to  raise. 
Let  us  try  to  drive  out 
Each  vain  worldly  thought. 

From  GckI's  holy  courts  of  praise; 
Let  no  folly  there  iutrade. 
Naught  to  mar  oir  tranquil  mood 
Naught  but  what  is  true  and  good 

On  thii  Sabbath  day.  CJio 


And  our  joy  is  uill 
When  the  dear  Sabbath  School 

Throvrs  open  i^s  friendly  door ; 
For  we're  sure  there  to  find 
Our  teachers  so  kind 

With  riches  of  sacred  lore. 
As  our  voices  all  we  raise 
In  sweet  songs  of  love  and  praise 
May  we  tread  in  wisdom's  ways. 

On  thii  Sabbath  day.  Cho'. 


A'...l  v  Len  we  go  back 
To  .:  ur  week-day  track 

lessons,  aiid  work,  and  play ; 
Let  us  hold  ever  dear 
The  counstih  we  hear, 

On  liie  holy  Sabbath  day. 
And  renieniber  that  God  s  eye 
E «' er  watches  from  on  high, 
And  each  day  he  is  as  nigh, 
As  uie  Sabbath  day.  Cho. 


GOD  IS  LOVE 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


J  /  What  sound  is  this  ?    a  song  thro' heav'n  resounding,  God    is     love!  \ 
\  And    now  from  earth  I  hear  the  song  rebound  -  ing,    God   is     love  I  ^  Yes,  while  a  -  dor  -  ing  hosta  proclaim  Love 


-r- 


his     na  -  ture,  love   his   name,   My  soul     in    rap  -  ture   cries  the   same,  God 


Love 


a 

m.  . 

1  I 

^-  ^■ 

«  

I 

mi — 



L 

2  This  song  repeat,  repeat,  ye  saints  in  glory, 
God  is  love ! 

And  saints  on  earth  shout  back  the  pleasing  story, 

God  is  love ! 
this  let  heaven  and  earth  agree, 
To  sound  his  love  both  full  and  free, 
And  let  the  theme  forever  be, 

God  is  love ! 

Creation  speaks  with  thousand  tongues  proclaiming, 

God  is  love ! 
And  providence  unites  her  voice,  exclaiming, 

God  is  love ! 
But  let  the  burden' d  sinner  hear 
The  Gospei  sounding  loud  and  cleau", 
To  ever}'  soul  both  far  and  near, 

Qod    lo?e  I 


4  This  heavenly  love  all  roimd  is  sweetly  flowing, 

God  is  love ! 
And  Lq  my  heart  the  sacred  fire  i^  glowing, 

God  is  love ! 
That  God  is  love  I  luiow  full  well ; 
And  had  I  power  his  love  to  tell, 
With  loudest  notes  my  song  should  swell, 

God  is  love ! 

5  The  love  of  God  is  now  my  greatest  pleasnie, 

God  is  love ! 
And  while  I  live  111  ask  HQ  greater  tre&stird, 

God  is  love ! 
This  them«  shall  be  ray  song  below  ; 
And  when  to  glory  I  shall  go, 
This  strain  eternally  shall  flow, 

Qod  U  lovel' 
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ON  A  SUNDAY  MORNING. 


.i:2'fac/fpr5. Children,  can  you  truly  tell.  Do  you  know  the  story  well,  Every  girl  and  every  boy,  "Why  the  angels  sing  for  joy. 
\ Scholars. Yes,  we  know  the  story  well.  Listen  now,  and  hear  us  tell,  Every  girl  and  every  boy.  Why  the  angels  sing  for  joy. 


CRORVS.— Lively.^ 


On  a  Sunday  morning.  On    a    Sunday  morni-ng, 

Jt         ^.  A  j«.  .    A    -A  >      t  . 


On  a  Sunday  morning.  The  an- gels  sing  for  joy. 

.0.  J*.  ^.  jbl  .0l  fl.    .m.  A.  fir*, 


Scholars. 

3  Angels  rolled  the  rock  avray, 
Death  gave  up  his  mighty  prey, 
Jesus  triumphed  o'er  the  tomb, 
Rising  with  immortal  bloom, 
On  a  Sunday  morning. 


All 


4  Lift  ye  saints,  lift  up  your  eyes, 
Now  to  glory  see  him  rise ; 
Hosts  of  angels  on  the  road. 
Hail  and  sing  th"incamate  God, 

On  a  Sunday  morning. 

5  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, 
Jesus  bui-st  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Death  m  vain  forbids  his  rise, 
Jesus  opened  Paradise 

On  a  Sunday  morning. 


6  "Peace "our  every  heart  shall  fill, 
"  Peace  on  earth,  to  men  good  wUl ;' 
We  will  join  the  angel's  song, 
And  the  pleasant  notes  prolong 
On  a  Sunday  morning. 

On  a  Christmas  morning.   iJd  hy^nn. 

1  Children  can  you  truly  tell, 
Do  you  know 'the  story  well. 
Every  girl  and  every  boy, 
Why  the  angels  sing  for  joy. 

On  the  Christmas  morning  ? 

2  Yes,  we  know  the  story  well. 
Listen,  now,  and  hear  us  tell 
Every  girl  and  every  boy. 
Why  the  angels  sing  for  joy 

On  the  Christmas  morning. 


ON  A  SUNDAY  MORNING.  Conclndea. 


3  Shepherds  sat  upon  the  ground, 
Fleecy  flocks  were  scattered  round, 
WTien  the  brightness  tilled  the  sky, 
And  a  song  was  heard  on  high. 

On  the  Christmas  morning. 

4  "  Joy  and  peace"  the  angels  sang, 
Far  Ihe  pleasant  echoes  rang, 


"  Peace  on  earth,  to  men  gooa  will,- 
Hark !  the  angels  sing  it  still, 

On  the  Christmas  morning. 
"  Peace"  our  every  heart  shall  fill, 
"  Peace  on  earth,  to  men  good  will,' 
Hear  us  sing  the  angei's  song. 
And  the  pleasant  notes  prolong 

On  the  Christmas  morning. 
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THE  SCHOOL  GATHERING, 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


 "-w-^—*  ^^^-i  


1  We  come!  we  come !  with  loud  acclaim  To  sing  the  praise  of  Jesns'  name;  And  make  the  vaulted  temples  rinf^Wiih 
D.C.  And  lowly  bend,  to  offer  there.  From  youthful  lips  our  humble  praver — To  him  who  slept  on  Mary's  knee  A 


loud  Ho  -  sannas  to  our  King.  With  joy-ful  heart  and  smiling  face,  We  gather  round  the  thron 
gen  -  tie  chUd,  as  young  as  we. 


e  of  grace. 


2  We  come !  ^7e  come !  the  song  to  swell, 
Of  him  who  loved  the  world  so  well ; 
That  stooping  from  his  Father's  throne, 
He  died  to  claim  us  as  his  own. 
With  joy  we  haste  tlie  aMes  to  fill, 


Yet  youthful  bands  are  gathering  still. 
Oh,  thus  may  we,  in  heaven  above, 
Unite  in  praises  and  in  love ; 
And  still  the  angels  fill  their  home 
With  joyful  cry,  "  They  come  1  they 
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THE  LAND  OF  PLEASURE. 

I    1-    ...    I  ^  I 


1  /There  is      a   land  of  pleasure,  Where  streams  of  joy  forev  -  er  roll,  \ 

\  'Tis  there   I   Lave  ray  treasure,  An<l[OmM  ]  there  I  hope  to  landmy  soul.  /  Long 

r,  /  I'm   on    my  way  to   Canaan,  Still  guided   hy  my  Saviour's  hand,  \ 
*■  \  Oh,  come   a  -  long,  poor  sinner,  And  [Omit  j  see  Immanuel's  happy  land !  /  To 


I — r 


darkness  dwelt  a -round  me.  With  scarcely  once  a  cheering  ray,  But  since  my  Saviour  found  me  A 
all  that  stay  be  -  hind  me,    I    bid    a  -  long,  a   last  fare-well!  But  come,  dear  friends,  go  with  me,  And 


 r  t — t-  -t-"^-      ■  "i  — ^ — i —     I- -> 

L,  1  f- 

.^-5 — :  1^  — -i"*-' 


light  has  shone  a  -  long  my  way, 
with  the  ransomed  ey  -  er  dwell, 
N   I 

 ,  1  |_i  u>  1  M 


But  since  my  Saviour  found  me,  A  light  has  shone  a  -  long  my  way. 
But  come,  dear  friends,  go  with  me.  And  with  theransomed  ev  -  er  dwell. 

m  .    m        I         I  « 

*  «'i-S-T— 2S — ^ — — I  g      I  p* 


Death's  waves  shall  not  affright  me. 

Although  they're  deeper  than  the  grave, 
If  Jesus  will  stand  by  ine, 

I'll  calmly  ride  on  Jordan's  wave. 
His  word  hath  calmed  the  ocean, 

His  lamp  hath  cheered  the  gloomy  vale  ; 
Oh,  may  tbia  friend  be  with  me. 

Whan  Uiro'  ti>«s  gates  of  death  I  sail ! 


r 

4  Soon,  soon  th'archangel's  trumpet 

Shall  shake  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature 

Shall  in  a  moment  cease  to  roll : 
Then  slrall  I  see  my  Saviour, 

With  shining  ranks  of  angels  come, 
To  e-xecute  his  vengeance 

And  take  hia  ransomed  people  oome. 


GO  BEAR  THE  JOYFUL  TIDINGS. 

MisBioNArv. 

 ^__|  s-r-^  N-rJ  N— !  
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T.  F.  SEWARD. 


1.  Go  bear  the  joyful  tidiugs,  The  first  on  Judah's  plain ,  Awoke  the  wandering  Shepherds,  To  praise  Messiah's  uarxe. 


I — r 


1^— ^ 

1  S- 

r-J  1 

*  1 

Exalt  the  King  of  glo  -  rj,  Who  left  his  throne  on  high,  And  came  on  earth  a  ransom,  For  guilty -man  to  die. 

4>U  ?V-J^ 


-t5-1  ^-^i 


-h — IV»! — ^  I    SI  I — ' — ^-|-  _^  !  l^raj— 


Go  sound  the  gospel  tinmipet,  Beyond  the  rolling  sea,  From  chains  of  sin  and  darkness,  To  set  the  captive  free. 


2  Go  in  your  master's  vine-yard, 
And  labor  heart  and  hand, 
The  word  of  life  Eternal, 
Proclaim  to  every  land, 
The  sweet  and  precious  promise, 

To  all  who  will  believe. 
Free  grace  and  full  salvation, 
For  all  who  will  receive. 
Cho. — Go  sound  the,  &c 


■t — t?-r  . 
3  Go  tell  the  broken  spirit. 
That  vainly  sighs  for  rest, 
There  is  a  home  in  glory, 

A  home  forever  blest, 
Go  bring  the  lost  to  Jesus, 
His  tender  love  to  share, 
Go  forth  to  every  nation, 
Immortal  souls  are  there. 
Cho.— Go  sound  the,  &-c. 


\-        — ig — ,*»-b~r~^~i3 


4  Haste  on  your  work  of  mercy, 
The  heavenly  call  obey, 
Go  in  the  strength  of  Jesus, 
The  true  and  living  way, 
Go  like  the  old  disciples. 

And  tread  the  path  they  trod, 
Your  duty  lies  before  you, 
Go- -leave  the  rest  to  God. 
Guo. — (Jo  souad  the,  &c. 
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THE  MERCY-SEAT.   L.  ^,  witli  CHorn?. 


1.  Froir:  evrv  stonnvwindtliatbiovrs.  Froni  ev'r^s'xellir^tiJeofw  calma  sore  retreat.  "Tiifoand 


CHOPXS.  ^ 


benea 

-Jh  the  3IercT-seat.  The  Merer-seat,  the  Mercv-seat,  the  blessed  Mercy-seat, 

The  blessed  Mercy  seat 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Je?ns  sheds 
The  oil  of  g^Iadness  on  our  heads ; 
A  place  than  aU  beside  more  sweet, 
It  IS  the  blood-bought  Mercy  seat- 

Cho. — The  Mercy -seat,  ice. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
"VMiere  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend, 
Tho'  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  Mercy-seat- 

Cho. — The  Mercy-seat,  '.Sec. 

4  There"-there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  "molest  no  more, 

And  heaven  comes  do%rn  o-.ir  souls  lo  gre^ 
And  glory  crowns  the  Mercy-seat, 
Cho. — The  Mercy-seat,  itc 


Hie  Wanderer  invited. — Tune.  Obeelix. 

1  "Wanderer  from  God,  return,  retom, 

And  seek  an  injured  Father  s  face  ; 
Those  warm  desires,  that  in  thee  biim, 
Were  kindled  by  reclaiming  grace. 

2  Wanderer  from  God  return,  return  : 

Tliy  Father  hears  that  deep-felt  sigh ; 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn , 
And  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  nigh- 

3  "Wanderer  from  God,  return,  return : 

Renounce  thy  fears  :  thy  Saviour  Uvea.- 
Go  to  his  bleeding  cross,  and  learn 
How  freely,  fully  he  forgives. 


Wards  bv  Mrs  GODFREY 


THINK  OF  JESUS. 


T.F.SEWARD.  1-37 


.  /  Doth  sorrow's  shallow  ho- ver  o'er  thee,  Think,  think  of  Je-sus, 
\   Is  toil,  and  care,  and  pain  before  thee.  Think,  think  of 


Je  -  sus,     Think  of  him  on  earth  descending 


'Xeath  thy  sins    and  sorrows  bending,  With  thy  griefs  his   bosom   rending,  Think,   think     of    Je  -  sus. 


2  If  morning's  light  to  joy  awaken, 

Think,  think  of  Jesus, 
Should  evening  find  thee  lone,  forsaken. 

Think,  think  of  Jesus, 
Should  Time's  hands  of  fi  iends  bereave  thee, 
And  thy  brightest  hopes  deceive  thee, 
Think  of  one  who  will  not  leave  thee. 

Think,  think  of  Jesus. 


-I — I — i — I — ,  r  r 

3  When  stormy  passions  rise  within  thee, 

Think,  think  of  Jesus, 
When  earthly  pleasure  lures  to  win  thee, 

Think,  think  of  Je>u3. 
Though  the  cup  of  anguish  draining. 
Cease  thy  wearied  soul"s  complaining 
See  the  Lamb  in  glory  reigning, 

Think,  think  of  Jesus. 


OBERLIN    L  M 


1.  0  Jesus,  full  oi  truth  and  grace,  0  all-atoning  Lamb  of  God!  I  wait  to  see  thy  glorious  face,  I  seek  redemption  in  thy  blood. 


2  Thou  art  the  anchor  of  my  hope  ; 
Thy  faithful  ))romise  I  receive  ; 
Sureiy  thy  dca'.h  shall  raise  me  up. 
For  thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live. 


3  Satan,  with  all  his  arts,  no  moro. 
Me  from  the  gosjiel  hupe  cau  move 
I  shall  receive  the  gracious  j  ower. 
And  find  the  pearl  of  perfect  love. 
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OUR  OWN  LOVED  SABBATH  SCHOOL. 


1.  The  days  for  play  are  past,  The  Sabbath  come  at  last,  We'veraetahappybandinourownlovedSabbathschool, 

2.  When  thought  recalls  the  past  And  sms  are  on  us  cast,  We  know  they  quickly  feel  what  our  aching  hearts  would  say, 

^  ^J^         ^  ^  A  r 


:S=g-g-g: 


5=^ 


-I- 


CHORUS. 


^ith  cheerful  smiles  we're  seen.  To  greet  with  joyful  mien,  Our  teachers  at  our  own  dear  Sabbath  school.  Teachers  true  and 
Although  we  may  not  speak,  "We'll  ever,  ever  seek,  The  guidance  of  such  friends  so  true  as  they.  [faithful 


we  are  sure  to  find,   Eeady  here  to  greet  us  with  looks  and  words  so  kind,    How  can  we   re-pay  them 
_^  m    »    in     ^  £  m  m.  «  :  ^  ^     j::r   m  j  — «  


4^ 


for  their  work  of  love,  Surely  we'll  obey  them.  Our  grati-tude  to  prove. 


3  Teachers  we  call  ocr  own 

Hay  vanish  one  by  one, 
The  loved  ones  and  the  dear  ones,  thej'  soon 
must  pass  away, 

But  if  we  Jesus  love, 

We'll  meet  them  soon  above, 
And  join  with  them  in  songs  of  eudless  day, 

Cho. — Teaoticrs  true,  iSc 


WOODWORTH.  L.M. 


139 

WM.B.  BRADBURY. 
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1  The  God  of  love  will  suTe  indulge  The  flowing  tear,  the  heaving  sigh, When  his  own  children  fall  around.  When  tender 

[friends  and  kindred  die. 

2  Yet  not  one  anxious  murm'ring  thought  Should  with  our  mourning  passions  blend,  Nor  should  our  bleeding  hearts  forget 

[Th'almighty  ever  living  friend. 


3  Beneath  a  numerous  train  of  ills. 

Our  feeble  flesh  and  heart  may  fail ; 
Yet  shall  our  hope  in  thee,  our  God, 
O'er  every  gloomy  fear  prevail. 

4  Our  Father  God  !  to  thee  we  look. 

Our  Rock. our  Portion  and  our  Friend: 
And  on  thy  covenant  love  and  truth, 
Our  sinking  souls  shall  still  depend. 


2d  Hymn — Just  as  thou  art. 

1  Just  as  thou  art,  without  one  trace 
Of  love,  or  joy,  or  inward  grace. 
Or  meetness  for  the  heavenly  place; 
0  guilty  sinner  come,  0  come. 

2  Come  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cross. 
Count  ail  thy  gains  but  empty  droM, 
His  grace  repays  all  earthly  loss. 
Then  needy  sinner  I  came,  0  come. 

DEATH  OF  A  CHILD. 


3  Come  hither,  bring  thy  boding  fears. 
Thy  aching  heart,  thy  bursting  tears  ; 
'lis  mercy's  voice  salutes  thine  ears. 
Then  trembling  sinner  come,  0  come. 

4  "  The  spirit  and  the  bride  say.  come. 
Rejoicing  saints  je-echo,  come. 

Who  faints,  who  thirsts,  who  will,  may 
come, 

Thy  Saviour  calls  thee— Come,  0  come. 


1.  Saviour,  now  re  -  ceive  him   To  thy  bosom  mild ;  For  with  thee  we  leave  him,  Blessed,  blessed  child ! 

2.  The'  his  eye  hath  brightened  Oft  our  weary  way,  Aud  his  clear  laugh  UghteuedHalf  our  heart's  dismay. 


3  ^Tow  let  thought  behold  him 
In  his  angel  rest. 
Where  those  arms  enfold  hira 
To  a  Saviour's  breast. 


4  Yield  we.  what  was  given. 
At  thy  holy  call : 
The  beautiful  to  heaven, 
Thou  who  givest  all. 


5  Still,  'mid  heavy  mourning. 
Look  thee  now  to  Grod ! 
There,  thy  spirit  turning, 
Kneel  bet^ide  the  sod. 
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Words  by  Mrs  FAXXY  CP.OSBY. 


THE  WINE  CDP. 

Melody  by  5.  C.  FOSTEPw,  by  permission  of  WM.  A  PCIXD  &  Co. 


■,   (  Oil!  be  warned  of  tout  danger,    nor  slight  the  day  of  grace,  The   wine  cup  leads  to   sin  and  woe; 

^  Tis  the  Sa  -  viour  that  calls  yon,  O  fly    to  his  embrace,  What  jov   his   mer-cy   can  bestow. 
D.  c.  For  the  world  and  its  pleasures  are  fleeting     as  a  dream,  0.     come,  and   be  for  -  ev  -  er  blest. 


m  m 

e  

 :  .  iii— 

^      ^      ^  ^ 

• — « — m  - 
^     ^  ^ 

5 

CKORUS. 


See  the  fount     of  sal  -  ra  -  lion  be  -  fore     jon.  Drink,  oh,  drink,  and  find  a  peace  -  ful  rest. 


SLall  your  hoiiies  still  be  lonely,  and  pity  strive  in  vain,  I 

To  wa'^e  one  feeling  in  your  heart  ? 
Will  you  doom  those  who  love  you,  to  sorrow,  grief  and 
pain  ? 

Oh !  come,  and  choose  the  better  part.  Cho. 
3 

Break  tlie  chain  that  wotild  bind  you,  that  sparkles  to  de- 
ceive, 

Be  warned  while  yet  you  may  return  : 
X:  the  spirit  now  striving  too  often  you  should  grieve, 
The  lamp  of  life  may  cease  to  burn.  CAo. 


Our  loved  ones  gone  leforc. 
1 

Oh  !  how  sweet  when  we  mingle  with  kindred  spmtshere, 

And  tell  of  Jesus  and  hia  love ; 
When  by  faith  we  can  see  him,  and  feel  his  pre-sence  near, 


Cho.    We  shall  meet  on  the  banks  of  the  river, 
Happy,  happy,  there  forever  more. 
We  shaJi  dwell  ^\-ith  the  angels  and  join  their  choral 
song. 

Our  loved  ones,  loved  ones  gone  before. 


OUR  LOVED  ONES  GONE  BEFORE.  Concluded, 
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2  Hark !  tlie  words  of  our  lilaster,  be  faithful,  watch  and 

pray, 

Press  on  where  joys  eternal  flow  ; 
Let  us  journey  together  along  the  shming  way, 
And  smg  rejoicuig  as  we  go.  Cho. 

3  We  are  pilgrims  to  Zion,  though  trials  we  must  bear, 

WiU  count  them  blessings  in  disguise ; 


Though  the  cross  may  be  heavy,  the  crown  we  sooa 
shall  wear, 

In  heaven,  where  pleasure  never  dies.  Cho. 
4  When  we  walk  thro'  the  valley  and  shadow  of  the  tomb, 
Dear  Saviour  thou  wilt  be  our  guide  ; 
Thy  smile  Uke  a  sunbeam  shall  light  beyond  the  gloom 
And  keep  the  ransomed  at  thy  side.  'Cho.  (VI 


THERE'S  A  CROWN  FOR  YOU  AND 

I    i»t.   I 

1^ 


ME. 


 4— Ja-\: 


2nd. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


There's  a  crown  for  you  and  rae,When  we  meet  beyond  the  river; 


There  from  pain  and  sorrow  free,  We  shall  lOmit. 


dwell  in  bliss  forev  •  er 


(Here  alas  !  the  parting  word 
There  ito  tones  are  never 

beard, 


'  our  t 
[Ties  no  more  are  [Omit 


rTUro'  our  tears  is  spoken  A  /Weary  pilgrims  of   a  day,  Strangers  on  the  earth  we  roam, 

/broken  :V 


.Every  hour 


that  glides  a 


home. 

/way,  "Will  bring  us  nearer 


2  There's  a  harp  for  you  and  me, 

Wh-en  we  meet  beyond  the  river, 
There  from  pain  and  sorrow  free, 

"We  shall  strike  its  chords  forever; 
WTiere  tlie  angel  hosts  above 

Wake  then.- joyful  chorus, 
Wclcoiued  by  tlie  nieuus  we  iove, 

Dear  ones  gone  before  us ; 


^      ^      ^     W  «<«      ^      1^  I 

Pilgrims  on  a  troubled  tide. 

Where  the  surges  darkly  rise, 
Jesus,  thou  wilt  safely  guide, 

To  mansions  in  the  skies. 
3  There's  a  home  for  you  and  me, 

When  we  meet  beyond  the  river 
There  from  pain  and  sorrow  free, 

We  shall  Iwell  with  Christ  forever; 


). 


In  that  sunny  region  bright, 

We  shall  lind  our  treasure, 
Faith  be  sweetly  lost  in  sight, 

Hope  in  endless  pleasure ; 
PilgTims  on  the  earth  no  more. 

We  shall  pass  the  troubled  deep^ 
Where  the  billows  cease  to  roar. 

And  storms  are  lulled  to  sleep.  ^V) 
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I  OUGHT  TO  LOVE  MY  SAVIOUR.  ^ 


1.  I  ought  to  love  my  Saviour  !  No  earthly  friend  can  be  One  half  so  kind  and  f?tithful,  As  he  ha*  been  to  me. 
2.  He  left  Lis  homeia  g^o  -  ry,  Tosavemy  aoul  from  death,  And  now  la  alllife's  dangers,  He  still  sustains  my  breath. 

-  -  >.  .   j-^^* 


-  -J 

,4  -i-.-p^-j. 

1  — 1 — «p 

m 

Be  -  fore  my  lips  could  utter  His  sweet  and  precious  name,  Until  the  present  moment,  His  love  has  been  the  s-ime. 
I     lay   me  down  and  slumber  All  thro'  the  hours  of  night ;  And  wake  again  in  safe  -  ty  To  hail  the  morning  light. 


I  ought  to  love  my  Saviour,  My  precious,  precious  Saviour,  I  ought  to  love  my  Saviour,  He  loves  me  well  I  know. 
I  ought,  &c.  _ 

--e-  -g:^f _s^^_W^_._ 


3  It  is  but  very  little 

For  him  that  I  can  do : 
Then  let  me  seek  to  serve  him, 

My  earthly  journey  through  ; 
And  wfthout  sigh  or  murmur, 

To  do  his  holy  will : 
And  in  my  daily  duties, 

His  wise  commandB  fulfil. 


4  And  when  I  reach  the  mansion 
He  has  prepared  for  me, 
'Twill  be  my  grateful  pleasure 

My  Saviour's  face  to  see. 
And  'mid  the  angel's  music, 

Which  then  will  greet  my  ear, 
How  eagerly  I'll  listen 
My  Saviour*8  voice  to  hear. 


THE  CHILDREN'S  JUBILEE. 
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(ANNIVERSARY  HYMN.) 


Wit.  B.  BRADBURY 
cres 


1.  Ho  -  san  -  na,  ho  -  san  -  na,  ho  -  san     -•  na  I     Ho  -  san  -  na  be  the  chiMren's  soug, To  Christ  the  children's  King,  His 


^-   -m-  -f9-         -m-               -ch   -g-  -g-     '       1^  $^J?  ** 

>  r    1  > 

^-1 — 

CHORUS 


praise  to  whom  our  souls  belong,  Let  all  the  children  sing.  /Hosanna  then  our  songs  shall  be,  Hosan  -  na  to  our  King, 

VThisi 


the  cliildreu'sju -bilee.  Let    ftll    \.Omit . 


_  ,rULL  CHORUS.    I  FULL  CHORUS.   Nws'  • 


''the  children  sing.  This  is  the  children's  jubilee,  Jubilee,  Jubilee,  This  is  the  children's  jubilee,  Let  all  the  eh 


-^-\  

2  Hosanna,  hosanna,  hosanna ! 

Hosanna  here  injoyful  bands, 
Teachers,  and  taught,  proclaim, 

And  hail  -with  voices,  hearts,  and  hands. 
Our  loving  Saviour  s  name.    CilO.  Hoeanna,  «&c. 

3  Hosanna,  hosanna,  hosanna! 

Hosanna  on  the  wmgs  of  light, 
O'er  earth  aiid  ocean  How, 


Idreii  sing. 


r 

Till  mom  to  eve,  and  noon  to  night. 
And  heaven  to  earth  reply.    Ciio.    Hosanna,  (Sfc 

4  Hosaniict,  hosanna,  hosanna !  • 
Hosanna,  sound  from  cuiuch  and  hall, 
Let  every  voice  asrci.'d. 

And  this  our  watchv.  ord.  one  and  all, 
Hosanna,  praise  ine  Lord.    Clio.   Hosanna,  &<3, 


THE  CROSS 

In  the  May-days  of  old  there  were  oft  to  be  seen, 
\M3ere  the  wreath  covered  May -pole  arose  on  the  green, 
3Ierry  children  assembled  in  many  a  throng, 
To  encircle  their  May-tree  with  dance  and  with  song, 
To  encircle  their  May-tree  with  dance  and  with  song, 
But  the  Cross  is  our  May-tree,  and  round  it  we  sing, 
To  the  praise  of  our  glorified  Saviour  and  King. 
For  the  Cross  is  our  banner,  that  gathers  our  band, 
And  beneath  it  we  march  to  the  heavenly  land. 


.   Concluded.  14.5 

3  Lo  !  our  Sunday  School  army  is  gathered  to-dav. 
In  the  house  of  out  Father  to  praise  him  and  pray, 
"VMiUe  a  chonis  of  rapture  united  we  sing. 
Hallelujah  to  Jesus  our  Saviour  and  King, 
Hallelujah  to  Jesus  our  Saviour  and  Kiug, 
But  the  Cross  is  the  word  to  whose  music  sublime, 
The  steps  of  the  Sunday-school  army  keep  time. 
But  the  Cross  is  the  wo'rd,  to  whose  music  sublime, 
The  steps  of  the  Sunday-school  aimy  keep  time. 


NAOMI.  G.  M. 


Dr.  L.  MASOX,  by  permission. 


^•^   1 .  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss  Thv  sovereign  will  denies.  Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace,  Let  this  petition  rise  . 
2.  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart.  From  every  murmur  free.  The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart.  And  make  me  live  to  Thee. 
?>.  Let  the  sweet  Lope  that  thou  art  mine  My  life  and  death  attend  ;  Thy  presence  thro"  my  journey  sLiue,  And  crown  mv  jour 

J^.  m.^  [ney'send, 


Vord,  by  Rev.  Wil,  HUNTER.     THE  SHEPHERD   OF  SOULS. 

n  .  <  ,  ,  I  " 


Vri[.  B.  BRADBURY. 


(  The  Shepherd  of  souls,  In  hia  llfe-bGck  enrolls  The  names  of  all  the  lambs  of  his  flock 

'\  The  juvenile  bands  are  eDgrave<l  on  his  hands.  As    if  they  were[i>OTif    ]  ^  engraved  on  the  roc 


flL_ 

1       ^  ^ 

2  He  looks  in  his  love 

From  his  watch-tower  above, 

The  fiocKs  he  bought  with  blood  to  survey 
And  points  with  iiis  rod 
To  the  pastures  of  God 

And  guaf  J8  them  there  from  going  astray. 


3  The  little  ones  share 
In  his  tenderest  care  ; 
The  lambs  are  his  peculiar  delight 
At  noon  they  are  laid 
111  the  cool  of  the  shade. 
And  nestle  in  his  bosom  at  nij<ht. 


4  Great  Slreivlierd.  be  near, 
To  deliver  from  tear. 

And  shelter  from  the  heat  and  the  cold, 
That,  safe  from  alarms. 
We  may  rest  in  thine  arms. 

And  never  more  aepart  from  tuy  fokL 


14(j 


A  LAND  WITHOUT  A  STORM. 

DIALOGUE  AND  CHORUS. 

-K-r-4- 


VTM.  B.  BRADBTTRT. 

CHORrS. 


Boys.    /Traveler  -n-hither  art  thou  go  -  ing,  Heedless  of    the  clouds  that  fonn  ?  \ 

Girls.   VXought  to  me  the  winds  rough  blo^Ymg,Mine's  a  land  without   a    storm.  /  And  I'm  go  -  inj 


Sr=rS= 


yes,  I'm 


1 — 1 — ^h— ^ 
-  «  ■  *( 

— K 

--1.     !  . 

\- 

1  1 

S  1   1        >  s 

m 

'  w  g  ^ 

:g4— _S==Sr+f3 



 « 

' — o 

go  -  ing    To  the  land  that  has  no  storms,  And  I'm  going,  yes,  I'm  g-o  -  ing  To  that  land  that  has  no  storms 


Boys.   2  Traveler,  art  thou  here  a  stranger, 
Not  to  fear  the  tempests  power  ? 

Girh.       I  have  not  a  thought  of  danger, 

Tho'  the  sky  more  darkly  lower.  Cho. 

Boys.    3  Traveler,  now  a  moment  linger, 
Soon  tiie  darkness  will  be  o'er. 


Girls. 


No  !  I  see  a  beckoning  finger. 
Guiding  to  a  far  off  shore.  Cho. 
Boys.    4  Traveler,  yonder  naiTow  portal 

Opens  to  receive  thy  fonu. 
Girls.       Yes  I  but  I  shall  be  immortal 

In  that  laud  without  a  storm.  Clio. 


ONE  DAY  NEARER  HOME. 


f  rem  J.  M.  EVANS. 
^  CHORUS. 


1  A  crown  of  glory  bright,  By  faith's  c'.ear  eyes  I  see,  In  yonder  realms  of  light  Prepared  for  me,  I'm  nearer  ray  home, 


m. 

n    >  ^  ^  N  1 

— ii — t —   r-  '  "-^ 

9^ 

— ^-5a 

^1— i  

ONE  DAY  NEARER  HOME.  Concluded. 
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St 


nearer  my  home,  nearer  my  home  to  day  ;    Tes  I  nearer  my  home  in  heaven  to  day.  Than  ever  I've  been  be  -  fore. 


a-  •^ 

•*  't — ^ 

0  *— ^  ^  

— --^^ 

;?-^p'— — I" — ;  

-HI 

2  0  may  I  faithful  prove, 

And  keep  tlie  cro-s^n  in  view, 
Ami  through  the  storms  of  life 
Hv  way  pursue. 


3  Jesus,  be  thou  my  guide, 
And  aU  my  steps  attend, 
0  keep  me  near  thy  side, 
Be  thou  my  frieiid. 


4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  sun. 
My  Saviour  and  my  guard, 
And  when  my  work  is  done, 
My  great  reward. 


MY  FATHER'S  HOUSE.   C.  M.  Double. 


,  /There  is  a  place  of  sacred  rest.  Far.  far  beyond  the  skies. \  [mansions"  stand, 

V>Vhere  beauty  smiles  eternally. And  pleasure  [Omit  /never  dies  .  My  Father's  house, my  heavenly  home, Where  "many 

D.C.  Prepared,  by  hands  divine,  for  all  Who  seek  the  better  land. 


■  « 

2  When  tossed  upon  the  waves  of  Life, 

With  fear  on  every  side, — 
When  fiercely  howls  the  gathering  storm. 

And  foams  the  angry  tide, — 
Beyond  the  storm,  beyond  the  gloom, 

Breaks  fonh  the  light  of  mom, 
Bright  beammg  irom  my  Father's  house, 

To  cheer  the  soul  forlora. 

3  Yes.  even  at  that  fearful  hour. 

When  death  shall  seize  its  prey, 
iVml  from  tlic  place  that  knows  tis  now, 
Shall  hurrj  us  away, — 


Tlie  vision  of  that  heavenly  home 

Shall  cheer  the  parting  soul. 
And  o'er  it  mounting  to  the  skies, 

A  tide  of  rapture  roll. 
In  that  pure  home  of  tearless  joy 

Eanh's  parted  friends  shall  meet, 
With  smiles  of  love  that  ne^  cr  fade, 

And  ble&'seilness  complete  : 
There,  there  adieus  are  sotmils  unknown; 

Death  frowns  not  on  that  scene. 
But  life,  and  glorious  beauty,  shine, 

Untroubled  and  serene. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 

n 


1  Oh!  (  when -will  be   ended   our  warfare  with  sin  ?  The 


N 

BTT  S 

CHORrS.  J    ^  { 

r  ! 

*    dure,  For  when  it  is    o  -  ver,  the  c 

onquest  is  si 

ire.  Then  gird  on  you 
0  •  1  j)i     M     a  '  » 

r  ar  •  mor, 

[7  ^   

Gird  on  your  ar  -  mot, 

1     ^    !^  J 

IP*— 5-1 
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^     ^  N 

.  !       N  S 

1    Follow  TourLe 

'-»»— i.^  

aderandthe  ba 

ttle  you  shall  ■w 

JS.  JB.  A 

1  ^ 

in,  Foryoui 

Captain'sgon 

ebeff*e  you,  And  he'll  lead yo 
^  .9-  -m-  ^ 

a  on  to  victory, 
•g  •  -»  ^- 

1^ 

& — « — 0 — «  - 

-a*— SK — y  -^^  ^ 

...         ^  if-' 

^  ^  >  ^           '  ^  ^  ^-^^ 

IS— ^  j 

I      Fol  -  low  your  Leader,   Fol  -  low  your  Leader,   Fol  -  low  your  Leader,  And  the  battle  you  shall  win. 

.J.  J^.  J  J.  ^  ^^  N  N 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER.  Concluded. 
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2  Onr  leader  is  Jesns,  our  Captain  and  King  ; 
Who  will  all  his  army  to  victory  brin^, 
Though  now  he  is  absent  we  know  not  how  near 
May  be  the  glad  moment  when  he  shall  appear. 

Then  girci,  kc. 

3  TTe  look  for  his  coming,  and  think  night  and  day, 
Of  hia  parting  order,  to  watch  and  to  pray, 

The  sword  of  the  spirit  we"ll  grasp  in  our  hand, 


And  like  valiant  soldiers,  make  desperate  stand. 
Then  gird,  ko. 

4  The  enemy  watches  our  souls  to  ensnare ; 
Xo  weapon  will  daunt  him  but  Faith,  Truth,  and  Prayer 
With  these  we  may  conquer  each  foe  that  we  meet, 
And  lay  down  the  trophies  at  our  leader's  feet. 
Then  gird,  kc 


ANOTHER  YEAR.   (Anniversary  Hymn.) 

Or  the  Golden  Rule. 

|-^— ^         0.  .     ^1  CHORUS./ 


* 


'2:  >'„  ^y-i — Vr-^ — — 


■1  ^  Anoth-  eryear,  another  year.  By  God's  grace  has  been  given, 
I  That  we  may  tread  -with  hearts  smcere,The  path  that  leads     ^  to   heaven,  Our  dearest  guide,  the  golden 


-A-k  1  .\__!S__V_p-J  ,N  N — 


rule,  Has  been  the  precious  Sabbath  School,The  Sabbath  School,  the  Sabbath  School,  The  blessed,  blessed  Sabbath 

(School. 


Another  year,  another  year. 
We've  hailed  with  happy  greetin 


We  know  not  but  another  year 
These  precious  ties  may  sever  ; 


Our  teachers  a.»>d  our  schoolmates  dear,  lAnd  friends  who  to  our  hearts  are  near, 
In  this  loved  place  of  meeting.  j    ilay  then  be  gone  forever. 

Our  dearest  guide,  &o.  Ceo.    Our  deareit  guide,  &c 


Cao. 


Oh  I  let  us  wisely  spend  each  year. 
Which  is,  at  best,  so  fleeting, 

So  that  at  last  we  all  may  he»r 
With  joy  the  angel's  greeting. 
Cho.    Our  dearest  guide,  &o. 


150  HEAVENLY  SONG.  ^ 

*•  For  thet  that  =at  such  things  tecla^e  plainly  that  they  3ess  a  coryTST.''   Heb.  11.  14. 

TEACHER3.  There's  a  country. dear  chiMren  of  en^lJess  de^ig-ht.UucIouded  by  sorrow. ne'er  shade  i  in  r.i.'ht."^here  the  spirits  In 
SCHCLARs.  And    may  all  the  chi.dren  u::.i:e  with  t'sat  thronz  ?  Saall  tney  to  the  choir  ce  -  lestiil  bidoag  ?    Oh'   siy,  may  oar 

»  •  g-*— ^g-^— *        jzrin  o  J~g-^*'~"^~^-T^- 1  ^  J'-v^  ■ 

'i    ;    ;      i    1     :  '    ■  '^T    T  ^   ^  ' —  ' 


1  II! 

'     1      1      1      I  1 

1  ' 

j         g!o  -  ry  u  - 

1          voices  with 

\  >y  — —  

nite  in  the  psa'm.  Ascribing  a!l 
seraphim  chime,  And  joia^he  re 

honor  to  God  and  the  Lamb, 
deemed  in  that  musjc  sablim 

 -^-v^'--^--^-^- 

Will  you  go?  wi'.!  y-iu 
e  ?  Mav  we  rro.  mav  vre 

— S~ 

go.  To  j 

gy.  And 

)in  them  in 
join  ti.e  re- 

1    ^  111 
:  us.  *  :  .    *  *    »  ^ 

praise  un  -  to  God  and  the  Lamb  ?  ^ill  you  go?  will  you  go, 
deemed  io  that  mu  -  sic  sub  •  lime  ?  ilay  we  go,    May  we  go, 


To  join  them  in  praise  unto  God  and  the  Lamb  ? 
And  join  the  redeemed  in  that  music  sub  -  lime  ? 


3.  TEACHERS. 

Yes,  come  with  vour  young  heaits  to  Jesus,  and  pray 
That  early  he'li  help  you  to  find  the  good  way  ! 
Oh  I  he"il  meet  you,  dear  ones,  with  his  own  smUe  of  love 
And  appoint  you  a  place  in  the  mansions  above. 

You  may  come, 
He"ll  give  you  a  place  in  the  mansions  abwe. 


4.  ALL. 

0  Heaven  !  with  joy  from  this  world  of  distress, 
"SMiere  sin  is  a  burden,  and  trials  oppress — 
From  the  wilderness  drear,  where  uncertain  we  roam 
We  look  to  that  land  where  the  soul  has  a  home, 
We  will  go. 

Will  go  to  that  land,  where  the  soul  has  a  homo. 


BEAUTIFUL  RIVER. 
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'  And  hb  shbwed  mk  a  pore  RiVEa  of  Water  of  i-ife,  clear  as  crystal,  proceedinq  out  op  the  Throne  of  God  awd  oj 

THE  Lamb."— Rev.  xxii.  1.        permission  of  the  author,  Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 

-S  ^  ._^-:d_4- 


Cheer/ul. 


gath  -  er  at  the 
mar  -  gin  of  the 


-« — 


er  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have  trod ;  With  its  crystal  tide  for- 
er,  Wash  -  Lug   up    its  sil  -  ver  spray,  We  will  walk  and  worship 


er — Gather  with  the  saints  at  the 


er  That  flows  hv  the  throne  of  God. 


3  On  the  bosom  of  the  river, 

Where  the  Saviour-king  we  own, 
We  shall  meet,  and  sorrow  never 
'Neath  the  glory  of  the  throne. — Cho. 

4  Ere  we  )-each  the  shining  river. 

Lay  we  every  burden  (lowu  ; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. — Cho. 


— U|  1  1  ^10 — tg-^-^—a — ff- 


5  At  the  smiling  of  the  river. 

Rippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 
Sainta,  whom  death  will  never  sever. 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. — C?io. 

6  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 


152  A  SAVIOUR  EVER  NEAR. 


-^-^-H  ^ 

rr-r^-g-gir-'^^^^gq^gg^^'^i*'— ^^^^^^^^^ 

1.  IIiiiL  d  be  mvinuTraiiriiigs,  let  cares  depart,    Je  -  szs  is  near  ne  to  cheer  ray  hean  -.  He's  near  to  help  me 

r*-;-    ^    /8  .g — 2>  a»  .       •  f       -          ^9  ■  »  -  1  ^  T   9 — »-hj  T-ip  .    9      e     a  — =  \                 Vd»  ■'  a  ■  n 

 1      •   £  1  *a[_^  ^  SL^ 

»  T  C  T-»— i  i 

^±=i=ln^:  V    -  -1) 

1  ■  

ife's  hours  remain.  He  speaks  to  cheer  me  in  toil  anuin    pain,  Hespeakstocheermein  toil  and  in  pain. 

y  iy-  '  ^  O—rO  *  1  J  y^  ^  .    a  a  •  ^  1  ^  Tj 

CHORUS. 

 ^  ^ 

 2  »-:\\^  »  r>  H*-^  

 — — — — — r—  

*^  ^   Gen  -  tie  argds  n 
^  Hopes  of  gio-ry  i 

ear  n:e  jr.i  ;e.  ^ 

oundnie  bi'Ie.  ^  And  there  lingers  by  my  side.  A  Saviour,  a  S 
-iT- .            Si         !    _^  :  • 

•     ♦     «    ^     * — ' 

avio7J-,    a    Saviour  ev  •  er 

 0 — 0  0— 

2  "^hy  should  I  laagoiah — why  shoald  I  fear  ? 
la  sorrow  and  angaisb  He's  ever  near  ; 
Sleeping  or  waking — in  pleastireor  pain. 
Roamins  or  resdng.  He'nl  near  me  remain. 

CAfl.— Gentle  aageU,  ic. 

3  Scenes  that  wi'.l  vanish,  scileon  me  no^r, 
Joys  of  a  QOOientplaT  roaud  my  brow, 
Euc  soon  in  heaven  R'e'l!  meet  me  a^in. 
There'll  end  my  s<ir.'t^.  and  there'll  end  my  p-oin 

Cih«.— Gentte  aoicets  kc 


QUARTETTE. 


BEAUTIFUL  LAND  ON  HIGH.  153 

W  U.  BUTCHER,  by  permission. 


1.  There's  a  beau -ti- fill  land  ou   biiih,  To  its  glories    I  fain  would  tly,    ^Mien  by  sorrows  press'd  down  I 

2.  There's  a  beau -ti-ful  laud  on   bigh,    I  sball  en  -  ter  it   bv  aud  bv,  There  witbi'rieudsbandiubaud.Ishall 


a  

C — <! — 

S  «_ 

r3 

>  > 

- 

a— 

— 

1 

0 — 0  — 
»•  1 
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CHORUS.  Cheerfully.      ,  , 


long  for  my  crown  In  that  l>eau  -  ti  -  ful  land  on  high.  In  that  beau  -ti-iul  laud  I'll  be,  From 
walk  on  the  strand,  In  that  ueau -ti  -  ful  land   on  hi^h. 


m — » —  

m-  - 

o- 

~  «  «  , 

di  

• 

 0  <9  

earth  and  its  cares  set   free;    M^-Je-sus  is  there,  He's  gone  to  prepare   A  place  in  that  land  for  me. 


There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
Then  why  should  I  fear  to  die, 
When  death  is  the  way,  to  the  realms  of  day, 

In  that  beautifid  laud  on  high. — Cho. 
There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
And  my  kindred  its  bliss  enjoy; 
And  methiuks  I  jmw  see  liiem  waiting  for  me. 

In  iliat  beautiful  land  ou  high. — 6'Ao. 


5  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
"Where  I  never  shall  weep  or  sigh ; 

For  my  Father  hath  said  no  tear  shall  be  shed 
lu  that  beautiful  land  on  high. — Cho. 

6  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high, 
Where  ■s^■e  never  sliall  say  "  good-bye ;  '• 

Where  the  righteous  will  sing,  and  their  chorus  will  ring 
In  that  beautiful  land  ou  iiigh. — CViO. 
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TEMPERANCE  RALLYING  SONG. 


Words  by  Mrs.  Van  ALSTTNE. 

>  ^- 


GEO.  F.  ROOT,  by  permission. 
 ^— J^-J^  V, 


1.  Friends  of  Temperance,  quick  to  arms,  We  must  struggle  for  the  right ; 


 ^—^-^^ — tr^—iS,- 


feed, 


See 


Aud  our  noble  cause  with  vigor  we'll  de  - 


the  foe  is  gain  -  ing  ground,  We  must  meet  him  in  the  fight.  And  he  faith -ful  and  cour  - 
D.  c.  ty  -  raut  shall  be  slave,  To  our   ar  -  my  bold  and  brave  !  We  shall  gain    a  glorious 


Fine.  CHORUS 


5. 

J  h  ^-^  ^ 


ageous  to  the  end. 
victory  by  and  by. 


_1  L 


Marching  onward,  ever  on  -  ward.  Sounding  still  the  battle  cry;  Soon  the 
Marching  onward,  ever  onward,  onward.  Sounding  still  the    battle  cry ;  Soon  the 


2  Like  the  fatal  wind  that  sr^^eeps 

O'er  the  the  deserts  burning  plain  ; 
Is  the  deep  and  deadly  poison  of  his  breath, 

While  the  aged  and  the  young  : 
He  is  binding;  with  a  chain, 

Tliat  will  lead  them  on  by  thousands  down  to  death. C/iO. 

3  Throw  our  banner  to  the  breeze. 

Let  the  wrongs  that  claim  redress, 
Be  our  signal  and  our  watchword  as  wc  go  ; 


Cho. 


Like  the  veterans  of  the  past. 
We  will  never,  never  rest. 

Till  our  weapons  deal  destruction  to  tlie  foe. 
4  Friends  of  Temperance,  quick  to  arms. 

We  must  struggle  for  the  right; 
And  our  noble  cause  with  vigor  we'll  defend  ; 

See  the  foe  is  gaining  ground. 
We  must  meet  him  in  the  fight.— 

Aud  be  faithful  aud  aourugeous  to  the  end.  Cho* 


THE  NARROW  WAY. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Vaw  ALSTYNE. 
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WM.  B.  BRADBURY 


1.  Will  you  walk  with  US  the   nar  -  row  svay  That  looks  bevoml   the   tomb?     That     o  -  pens  wide  the 


mm 


mm 


cnoRUs. 


>    ?  ^ 


-S-,^      N  N  h  


pate   of  day,  Where  flow'rs  immortal  bloom?  Where  the  poor  in  spirit  rest  From  their  sorrow  toil  and  care , 


.    ^    ^  r 


.IS  > 

1  1st. 

2d. 

— 

And  the  pure  in  heart  their  God  shall  see,  And  praisehim  ev   •   er  there,  praise  him  ev  -  er  there 


w  ^  ^ 

2  Will  you  come  with  us  and  join  the  throng, 

Ttiat  march  to  Cannan's  shore  ? 
Will  you  come  with  us  and  learn  the  song, 
"WTiere  friends  have  gone  before  ? 
CliO.    Where  the  poor,  &c. 

3  Will  you  come  with  us  o'er  Jordan's  stream 

Where  God  ^ill  safely  guide  ? 


-]  ^  1  1^  l^t  K 


His  rod  and  staff  our  comfort  still 
Will  bear  us  o'er  the  tide. 
Cho.    Hallelujah  God  is  love. 
Hallelujah  God  is  love, 

When  a  few  more  storms  have  passed  away, 
We  ll  meet  in  the  realnia  above. 


15« 


WE'RE  NEARER  HOME. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON-. 


WiL  B.  BRADBURY. 

._N_J  ^ 


1  We  know  not  what's  before  us,  What  trials  are  to  come  :    Each  day  that  passes  o'er  us,  Still  brings  us  nearer  home. 


S    >    |S  |S 


A  jff.  -m-  fit-  .0^ 


^  fs  ^  fs 


l^-»-'-«-»-s?-i»-'-i»:7  


We're  nearer,  nearer  home,  Our  blessed,  happy  home,  Wliere  grief  and  sin  can  never  come,  AVe're  nearer,  nearer  home. 


^       ^   ^    M  ^ 


j»  J*,  .m-  -m. 


-l*t— 1«!  <«- 


i==^-^-=b:r:^p§: 

-g — ^ — !-<» — ig—  «g — ig— 1-- — 


REFRAIN 


^  Repent  pp 


Nearer  home.  Nearer  home,  Nearer  to  our  hap  -  py  home,  Nearer  home,  Nearer  home,  Our  blessed,  happy  home. 


^2  Though  (lark  our  path,  and  lonely, 
And  clouds  our  sky  o'ercast, 
O  let  us  each  remeuil)er, 
The  storm  will  soon  be  past. 

We're  nearer,  nearer  home.  &.c. 


3  AMiate'er  of  gloom  or  angiiish 
Life  to  our  hearts  may  bring, 
In  doubt  we  will  not  languish, 
But  cheerfully  we'll  sing, 

We  re  nearer,  nearer  home.  &c. 


Words  by  (C.) 


OUR  MISSION  FIELD  AT  HOME. 
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T.  F.  SEWARD. 
I 


1.  How  many  iii  our  favored  land,  This  lio  -  ly  day  pro -fane; 
D  c.  May  each  and  all   re  -  member  still,  Our  mission  field  at  home. 

p — r,  1'  1  — ,  "  1  r  "\  ~  ai — a~cP — 


jseglect  tlie  Saviom-'s  gracious  call.  And 


-i — r 


. 

^    \9  •m 

e. 

C  - 

*.    J».  . 

L,  1 

t — ^ 



0 — 
^-1 

w — 

1  1 

•-1 — 

10  — 

- 

CHORUS. 


T).  C. 


ill 


bear    in  mind,  Our  mission  field   at   home.  Our  mission  field   at  home,  Our  mission   field   at  home. 


2  "  Go  feed  my  Lambs,"  our  Saviour  said, 
And  bring*  them  to  my  fold, 
For  U9  the  same  command  is  given, 

As  then  to  him  of  old ; 
"WTiile  others  toil  for  dying  souls. 

Far  o'er  the  ocean's  foam, 
Be  ours  to  wave  its  noble  cause. 
Our  mission  field  at  home. 
Cha    Our  mission,  dtc 


1 

3  How  many  a  poor  neglected  child 
With  pleading  eyes  we  meet, 
A  gentle  word  might  hither  guide 

Its  little  wandering  feet, 
A  precious  lamb,  that  God  may  bless, 

lieueath  this  hallowed  dome, 
Then  let  us  ever  bear  i/i  mind, 
Our  mission  field  at  home. 
Cho.   Our  mission,  dir. 


I5S 


LOOKING  HOME.' 


1.  Ah 

2.  Soou 


this  heart  is  void  aud  chill,  'Mid  earth's  noisy  throngings ;  For  niv  Father's  mansions  still  Earnestly  is  longing 
the  glorious  day  will  dawn,  Heav'uly  pleasures  bringing ;  NightVill  be  exchanged  for  morn,  Sighs  give  pTace 


^rr^g-gjizpg— anaizz^irr-^rrT-rg— ^ — 'z^ 


^  Refrain. 


Looking  home,  Looking  home,  Towards  the  heav'nly  mansion  Jesus  hath  prepared  for  me,  In  his  Father's  kin"-dom. 


9- 

_     -tf.  jS-  J*. 

.at  

1 

it— a  '. 

1 

All  for  which  we're  sighing, 
From  all  earthly  want  aud  pain 
To  be  swiftly  flying. — Cho. 


i  "With  this  load  of  sin  and  care. 
Then  no  longer  bending, 
But  with  waiting  angels  there 
On  our  soul  attending. — Cho. 

HUDSON.  C.  M. 


5  Blessed  home,  oh!  blessed  home, 
All  for  vrhich  we're  sighing. 
Soon  our  Lord  will  bid  us  come 
To  our  Father's  kingdom. 

^'M.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Jesus !  thou  art  the  sinner's  friend.  As  Aichllook  to  thee  ;Xow,  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love,  0  Lord  Irememberme. 


2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  gi'ace — |  3  Lord  I  I  am  guilty— I  am  vile, 
liemember  Calvaiy;  |       But  thy  salvation's  free ; 

Kcmember  all  thy  dying  groans,      I  Then,  in  thine  all-abounding  grace, 
And.  then,  remember  me.  I      Dear  Lord !  remember  me. 


^  0»  ^ 

4  Aud  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 
When  creature  helps  all  flee, 
Then,  0  my  dear  Redeemer-God! 
I  pray,  remember  me. 


PKAYERFUL  YOUTH.-r™^  hitdsoh 


1  O  God  of  truth  to  thee  I  cry, 
Be  thou  my  guide,  my  friend ; 
Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  on  high, 
My  footsteps  to  attend. 
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1  3  For  happy  is  that  prayerful  youth 
Whose  guide  thou,  Saviour,  art, 


2  In  mercy  Hsten  to  my  prayer, 
And  in  my  early  days 

May  I  thy  precious  hlessing  share,  I  Wliose  mind  is  steadfa-^t  in  thy  truth, 

Thy  smile  on  all  my  ways.         |  Who  yields  to  thee  his  heaii. 

THE  WELCOME  HOME. 


^  /n 


[  1. 


WM. 

2. 


B.  BRADBURY. 


o'er,  When 


.]  dwell  with  us  no  more. 


How  sweetwill   be     the  welcome  home.  When  this  short  life 

,  1  pain  and    sor  -  row.  care  and  grief.  Shall  [Omit  

■\  When  we   that  bright  and  I'.eav'uly  land  With  spir  -  it    eyes  shall  see,  And 

join  the   ho  -  ly   an  -  gel  baud,  In    [Omit  Jpraise,  dear  Lord,  of  thee. 


The  welcome  home,  the  welcome  home.  The  Christian's  welcome  home. 

Welcome  home. 


The 


Christian's  welcome  home. 
I  I 


2  Lord,  grant  my  frail  and  wayward  bark 

]\Iay  anchor  sure  and  fast, 
Beside  the  shinmg  gates  of  pearl. 

Where  I  may  rest  at  last ! 
"When  once  within,  my  soul  shall  know 

No  hunger,  thirst  or  pain. 
No  sickness,  sorrow,  care  or  death 

Shall  visit  me  aj^aia  l—Cho. 


In  the  last  stanza  the  chorus  may  be  repeated  pp^ 
Oh  may  I  live  while  here  below, 

In  view  of  that  blest  day. 
When  God's  bright  angels  shall  come  down 

To  bear  my  soul  away ! 
When  I  shall  walk  the  golden  streets, 

In  garments  white  and  pure ; 
And  sing  an  endless  song  to  him, 
Who  made  my  soul  secure  !-~CJ6o. 


16a 


THE  ANGELS  SING. 

—J — I — 1- 


S,  Mi  With  chorus.  ^ 

-j^  ^  ,  ,    I    !    1  ,  j  ^-!- 


-p^9—W-^  j»-  CJ  '  •   ■  ■  9-9— W-'— 

~\  Come  ye  who  love  the  Lord,  And  let  your  joys  be  known,  Join  in  the  song  with  sweet  accord, And  thus  surround  the  throne. 


The  angels  sing  in  their  happy  horoe.The  angels  sing  in  their  happy  home, The  angels  sing  in  their  happy  home,  And  we  will 

1    I  I  I  N  ^  I  ^     —  •  «  -  -    -  - 


2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God, 
But  children  of  the  Heavenly  Kmg, 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. — Cho. 

3  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets. 


T-1 — r 

Before  we  reach  the  Heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. — Cho. 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound. 
And  every  tear  be  dry. 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. — Cho. 


HEAR  GRACIOUS  GOD. 


1  Hear,  gracious  God !  my  humble  moan, 
To  thee  1  |  breathe  my  |  sighs ;  || 
When  will  the  mournful  night  be  gone, 
II:  Aad  woeu  my  i  joys  a-  j  riae  ?  ;|| 


t  1 

2  My  God !  oh,  could  I  make  the  claim — 
My  Father,  |  and  my  |  Friend — 
And  call  thee  mine,  by  every  name, 
U:  On  which  thj  |  samts  die-  ]  pend— :ll 


HEAR  GRACIOUS  GOD.  Concluded. 
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3  By  every  name  of  power  and  love, 
"I  would  tliy  I  grace  en-  |  treat ; 
Kor  should  my  humble  hopes  remove, 
|j:Xor  leave  thy  |  mercy  |  seat.  :}] 

i  Yet,  though  my  soul  in  darkness  mourns. 
Thy  word  is  |  all  my  |  stay ; 
Here'l  would  rest  tiiriight  returns — 
(|:Thy  p/e«ence  |  makes  my  |  day.  :|| 


5  Speak,  Lord,  and  bid  celestial  peace 

Kelieve  my  |  achmg  |  heart ; 
O  smUe,  and  bid  my  sorrows  cease, 
jj:  And  all  the  |  gloom  de-  |  part.  :!) 

6  Then  shall  my  drooping  spirit  rise, 

And  bless  the  |  healing  |  rays, 
And  change  these  deep,  complaining  sighs 
l|:To  songs  of  I  sacred  j  praise.  :ii 


THE  HEAVENLY  CHORUS. 

For  Sunday  School  Concerts. 
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Small 


We  lift  our  voices,     In   a  strain  of  gladness,  And  the  songs  upon  our  tongues.  Banish  all  our 
SSieams that  murmur,Eound  each  himible  dwelling.While  they  flow  so  stUl  and  slow,Keep  the  tide-wave 
If    we  with  patience  Eun  the  race  be  -  fore  us.  Soon  our  King  will  bid  us  sing  In  the  heavenly 


sadness, 
s  swelling, 
chorus. 


 ^_  1  j.  ^_  .-^^  ^  ^ 

— H— ^— 

! 

 « 

.-flf 

Children  and  parents.  Cordial -ly  in  -  vit-  ed.  Praise  the  Lord  with  one  accord.  Voices  all  u  -  nit  -  ed. 
Thus  we  to  -  gether,  With  our  small  oblations.  All  u  -  nite,  to  send  the  light.  To  the  darkened  nations. 
Let    us  with  meekness  Seek  his  face  and  fa  -  vor,  And  at  last,  when  life  is  past.  Meet  the  blessed  Saviour. 


^or.ls  by  LUCUS  HART  Esq. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

MISSIONAK^. 


Wif.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  Shout  the  tidings   of  sal  -  va  -  tion,  To  the  a  -  ged  and  the  Toxing;  Till  the  precious  in  -  vl  -  ta  -  tiou 

2  Shout  the  tidings   of  sal  -  va  -  tion,  O'er  the  prairies  of  the  West;  Till  each  gath'ring  congre  -  ga  -  tion 

I  _ .  „  _  _  «  *^  ^  ^ 
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^         jp,  -  » 

1        Wa  -  ken  ev  -  ery  heart  and 
1       With  the  gos  -  pel  sound  is 

i^-J'  ^ 

tongue, 
blest. 

— ?2-T  r 

Send  the  sound  the 
Send  the  sound,  doc. 
-m-  . 

^     ^     S ..  .f-±-  .       ^ — ^ 
earth  around,  From  the  ris  -  ing  to  the 

— asl  ^  »  '  r-:a  ai  :  

T  f 

*— 1  1  r 

* 

1^  • — 

1        set  - 

ting  of  the 

as  as  a — 

sun,  Till  each 

-« — — «  «  « — «— 

1       1       1       1^  > 
gath'ring  crowd.  Shall  p 
•     «^    2     -  - 

S — »  «  g  1^*^:  — g-Ug^  --lil 

1      1      1      i       I  1 
roclaim  aloud,   The  glo  -  rious  work  is  done. 

r   ^  5 

3  Shout  the  tidings  of  salvation. 
Mingling  with  the  ocean's  roar ; 
Till  the  ships  of  every  nath-)n. 

Bear  the  news  from  shore  to  shore. 
C%o.— Send  the  sound,  dec. 


4  Shout  fhe  udlngs  of  salvation, 
0"er  the  islands  of  the  sea: 

Till,  in  humble  adoration, 
All  to  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee. 

Cho. — Send  the  eound.  &c. 


WE  COME  WITH  SONG  TO  GREET  YOU.  wM.3.BRADBURr.i63 


1  Another  week  has  passed  away,  Time  swiftly  speeds  along  ;  We  come  again  to  praise  and  pray,  And  sing  our  greeting  song. 

I 


become   we  come  we  come  with  song  to  greet  you. TTe  come  ...  we  come,  ...  we  come  with  song 

we  come  we  ccme.we  come. we  come,  We  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come, 


2  "We  come,  the  Saviour's  n.ame  to  praise, 
To  sing  the  wondrous  love, 
Of  him  who  guards  as  all  our  days, 
And  guides  to  heaven  above. 


3  We'll  sing  of  mercies  daily  given, 
Through  every  passing  year, 
We'll  sing  the  promises  of  heaven, 
With  voices  loud  and  clear. 


STEADFAST 


4  0,  let  ns  live  that  we  nay  share, 
Unfading  joys  above. 
How  sweet  through  endless  happy  years 
To  sing  redeeming  love. 


i  Now  I  resolve,  with  all  my  heart,  With  all  my  powers. to  serve  the  Lord  ;  Xor  from  his  precepts  e'er  depart  Whose  service  is  a 

[rich  reward. 


1 

1 

• 

.-H    1  . 

1 

2  Oh  '.  be  his  service  all  my  joy  ■  |  3  Be  this  the  purpose  ef  my  soul, 

Around  let  my  example  shine,  My  solemn,  my  determined  choice, 

Till  otners  love  the  blest  employ,        To  yield  to  his  supreme  control. 

And  jMn  in  labors  so  diriae.  |       And  in  his  kind  commands,  rejoice. 


4  Oh.  may  I  never  faint  nor  tire, 

Nor  wand-ring  leave  his  sacred  ways; 
Great  Go  i  1  accept  my  soul's  desire. 
And  give  me  strenj^tk  (o  live  thy  pfaiM 
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CANAAN'S  HAPPY  LAND, 


K  '^n 

S  

1  S  -A 

— ^f— 

■^^^^^  9 

-o-  -m 

^  »• 

=S — S — s 

1.  We  are  bound  for  Canaan's  hap  -  py  land,  We  are  bound  for  Canaan's  liap  -  pj  land,  We  are 
Cho.  Singing    glo  -  ry,    hal  -  le    -    lu   -     jab,  Siiiiging    glo  -  ry,    hal  -  le    -    lu     -    jab,  Sinyin^ 

2.  Say,     comrades,  •will  you   go   witb   us,     Say,    comrades,  "u-ill  vou    go  witli   us,  Say 


will  you  meet  us  there  ? 


boundfor  Canaan's  happy  land.  Oh, 

glo  -  ry.  hal  -  le  -  [Oinit  ]    lu  -  jab,  We're  bound  for  Canaan's  land. 

comrades,  will  you  go  with  us,    To    Canaan's  happy  land? 
>    >    N         >    >    >  I 


 ^ — " — - — '  fe^ 

3.  4.  5.  ■ 

To  our  Sunday  School  ■we'll  all  repair,     lOur  Saviour  be  will  lead  us  on, 'Let  us  meet  dear  parents  in  that  land, 
To  our  Sunday  School  we'U  all  repair,      Our  Saviour  he  will  lead  us  ou.  Let  us  meet  dear  teachers  ia  that  laud, 
And  we'll  singVith  one  accord  while  there  'Our  Saviour  he  will  lead  us  on.  Let  us  meet  dear  schoolmates  in  that  land. 
Of  Canaan's  happy  land  !  |   To  Canaan's  happy  laud !    j    On  Canaan's  happy  shore ! 

Cho.  Singing  glory,  &c.  I       C/io.  Singing  glory,  6lc.  \       Cho.  Singing  glory,  (Sec. 


Girls. 


WE  LOVE  TO  SING  TOGETHER.     wm.  b.bradbury. 

Boys  and  Girls,         )       w        I    ^  I    2.  |      ,  . 


■|  (We  love  to  sing  togeth - er.  We  love  to  sing  togeth 
■  \  To  praise  our  heavenly  Father,  To  praise  our,  &c. 


er.  Our  hearts  and  voices  one;  \ 

And  [Omit  /  his  e 


ter-nal  Son. 


WE  LOVE  TO  SING  TOGETHER.  Concluded, 
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Girls  I 


We  love,  -we  love,  we  love,  vre  love,  we  love  to  sing  to  -  getlier 


2  We  love  to  pray  together 
To  Jesus  on  his  throne, 
And  ask  that  he  will  ever 
Accept  us  as  his  own. 
We  love,  we  love,  «fec. 


3  We  love  to  read  together. 
The  word  of  saving  truth, 
"WTiose  light  is  shining  ever 
To  guide  our  early  youth. 
We  love,  we  love,  &cc. 


4  We  love  to  be  together 
Upon  the  Sahbath-day, 
And  strive  to  help  each  other 
Along  the  heavenly  way. 
Wc  love,  we  love,  dec. 

Wil.  B.  BRADBCEY. 


Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep ,  From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ;  A  calm  and  undisturbed  repo: 


sturbedrenose,  Unbroken  b] 


[the  last  of  foes. 
J 


1  I 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  O  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ; 
AVith  holy  confidence  to  sing. 
That  death  hath  loat  its  venomed  sting. 

Asleep  in  Jesus ;  peaceful  rest ; 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour, 
Which  manifests  tlic  Saviour's  power, 

Asleep  in  Jesus  1  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blis.sful  refuge  be  ' 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
And  wait  tiie  sirmmous  firoiu  cm  high. 


T/ie  Bestir rection. 

1  Awhile  they  rest  within  the  tomb 
In  sweet  repose,  till  moniiug  come  ! 
Then  rise  with  joy  to  meet  then-  God, 
And  ever  dwell  in  his  abode. 

2  Celestial  dawn !  triumphant  hour ! 
How  glorious  that  awakening  power, 
Which  bids  the  sleeping  dust  arise. 
And  join  the  anthems  of  the  skies  ! 

3  This  weary  life  will  soon  lie  past. 
The  ling' ring  mom  will  come  at  laat» 
And  gloomy  misls  will  roll  away 
Before  that  bright,  unlading 


VTofds  oy  LUCY  LARCOM 


IF  I  WERE  A  SUNBEAM. 


m 


WM.  B,  BRADBURY. 

 V,  ■ 


,  /If    I  -were  a  svuibcam,    I  know  what  I'd  do; 
■  V  I  would  seek  white  li  -  lies,  Roaming  woodlands  thro 


.)  I 


would  steal  amon5r  them,  Softest  li^ht  I'd  shed; 


m 


.-1  — 


Un  -  til  every 


ly  Eaised  its  drooping  head,      Un-til    every    li  -  ly  Raised  its  droopnig  head 


-t— 1| — ^ 


K I  were  a  sunbeam.  1  know  where  I'd  go  ; 

Into  lowliest  hovels,  Dark  with  want  and  woe, 

Till  sad  hearts  look  d  upward,  I  would  shine  and  shine, 

Then  they'd  think  of  heav'u,  Their  sweet  home  and  mine. 


I    Art  thou  not  a  sunheam,  Child,  whose  life  is  glad, 
"With  an  inner  radiance  Sunshine  never  had  ? 
Oh,  as  God  hath  blessed  thee,  Scatter  rays  divine! 
For  there  is  uo  sunbeam  But  must  die  or  shiue. 


A  BRIGHT  SABBATH  MORN. 


Arranged  from  ROSSINI. 


t  til  t  I 


1 .  Forth  we  go  on  a  bright  Sabbath  mom ,  While  the  dew  is  on  the  lawn,  List  to  the  joyful  notes  that  flow,  On  we  go,  we  go. 


A  BRIGHT  SABBATH  MORN.  Concluded, 
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1st  Semi-chorus 


2d  Semi-chorus 


1st  SEMI-CH0KU8. 

1^ — > — ;^ 


2(1  Semi-chorus. 


D.  C. 


Come,  follow,  folloNV 


We'll  gladly  follo'w  thee,    From  sinful  thou^^ht,  set  free.  We'll  follow,  fol-low  thee 


 N.iJZ 


2  We  will  leave  all  worldly  care. 
And  tin's  hour  we'll  spend  in  pray'r. 
Hark,  how  the  heav'uly  anthems  iflow, 
On  they  go,  they  go. 
Come  follow,  &c. 


Words  by  Hiss  JANE  HAMILTOX. 


3  Blessed  art  thou,  Sabbath  joys, 
Free  from  toil  and  care  and  noise  ; 
Well  we  love  in  thy  courts  to  stay, 
Happy  day,  happy  day. 
Come  follow,  &c. 

A  FAITHFUL  FRIEND. 


4  I,et  our  sonjrs  of  praise  ascend. 
And  with  angel  music  blend. 
Until  God  in  love  shall  say — 
Come  away,  away  ! 
Come  fofiow,  &c. 

WM.  B,  BRADBURY. 


^    ^  j  I  '    ^ — r'n~ 


.  /'Tis  a  blessed  thonght  to  know.  When  our  follies  grieve  us,  \ 

■\  And  the  sins  of  all  the  past.  Rise  and  will  not  [0/nif.. .]  leave  us, /That  before  the  Father's  throne  Pleading  in  our  favor, 
'  itzzi^zj^"   -----  -    -  - 


1 — —I — 

I  Slaking  all  our  caus«  his  own.  Stands  our  precious  Saviour  /  Jesus  is  a  faithful  friend,  He'll  forsalce  us  neve- 


^.  ^.  ^. 


  -j — — 

2  Jesus  owns  our  worthless  names 
At  the  court  of  heaven. 
Stands  and  pleads  that  for  his  sake 

We  may  be  forgiven. 
Pleads  by  that  lone  night  of  woe, 
Sueut  in  sad  GethseouuM, 


Jesus   is  a  faithful  f.iend,  Love  and  serve  him[Om//.  ]ev  -  ^>r.  ) 


And  the  precious  blood  be  shed. 
On  the  Cross  of  Calvary. — Cho. 

3  Though  we  long  have  turned  aside 
From  his  gentle  warning, 


Treated  all  his  love  with  pride. 
And  his  words  with  scorning  ; 

Still  liis  love  abides  the  same. 
Faithful,  true  and  tender 

Still  he  stands  at  God's  right  hrvud 
Ever  our  J^efender  -  Cka 


168 


THE  HAPPY  SONG, 


Words  by  Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER 


WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 


We  are  now  in  youth's  bright  moniing,  Cherri-ly  we're  passing  on;  Joys  around  us  sweetly  dawning, 
2  If  the  charms  of  eailh  are  fleet  -  ing,  And  should  quickly  pass  away  ;  Still  the  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it's  greeting, 


Tell  us  joys  may  yet  be  won. 
Shall  not  with  those  charms  decay. 


— r 


We  are  young,  and  we  are  hap  -  py,  We  are  hap  -  py. 
We  are  young,  &c. 


—I- 


 1  1  ^ 


hap  -  py  in  our  song,  We  are  young,  and  we    are  hap  -  py,    hap  -  py,  hap  -  py  in  our  song. 


 1  1  ; — —  •  

For  the  last  stansa,  this  refrain  may  be  repeated  pp. 


3  Wisdom's  cheering  voice  invites  us. 
To  the  feast  of  Jesus'  love, 
And  a  foretaste  here  delights  us, 
On  our  way  to  realms  above.  CTio. 


1  \^nien  we  cross  the  shining  Portal 
Ou  the  banks  of  yonder  shore, 
And  are  clothed  in  robes  immortal 
Wo'll  be  happy  ever  more.  Cho. 


PRAISE  THE  LORD.  8s  &  7g.  Double. 
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r 


I  1st, 


I  2d. 


1  /Praise  tlie  Lord,  when  blushing  morning  Wakes  the  blossoms  fresh  with  dew  ;\ 
VPraise  him,  when  revived  ere -a  -  tion  Beams  wjiii  beauty  [Omit  / 


-3 
:d 

[whea 


beauty  [Omit  /  fair  and  new.  Praise  the  Lord, 


 iz=m—S' 


fly  breezes  Come  so  fragrant  from  the  flowers :  Praise,thou  willow  by  the  brookside,Praise,ye  birds  among  the  bowers. 


2  Praise  the  Lord,  and  may  his  blessing 
Guide  us  in  the  way  of  truth ; 
Keep  our  feet  from  paths  of  error, 
Make  us  holy  in  our  youth. 


Praise  the  Lord,  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 
Angels,  sing  your  sweetest  lays, 

All  things  utter  forth  his  glory  ;  ' 
Sound  aloud  Jehovah's  praise, 


MANOAH.  L 

PRAYER. 


1  Come,  Holy  Spirit !  calm  my  mind,  And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  ;  Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thoufrht.  And  lead  rae 

to  thy  blest  abode. 


-t— rr~^-^"  1 — ^ 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  si)ark  of  holy  tire  ? 
Oh !  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame  ; 
Make  me  to  burn  with  j)ure  desire. 


 J  -r-r— ^ — r 

3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart. 
And  let  me  now  my  S.iviour  see; 
Oh!  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heait 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  ihee. 
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THE  GOLDEN  CITY. 

1st,  ^      I  2d. 


•.  /  We  seek  the  golden  ci  -  tv,  The  ci  -  ty    of  our  King,  \  [friends,  to- 

\  And  as  -we  jonmev  thith-er,  We  joy-    [Omii  /  ful  -  ly  will  sing.     Come, friends,  come,  ' 

4  N  !  ^ 


gether    let  us    smg,    /  Of  the  Golden  Ci  -  Iv,  The  beauti  -  ful  Golden  Ci  -  tv.  \ 
\  Of  the  Golden  Ci  -  ty,  The  Ci-    [Ornii  J 

^  — ^•^  ^      _    jm      _      _         I      _N  -m-  -m-  .  -m-. 


*  O-T  *   


2  Its  walls  are  btdlt  of  jasper, 

Its  streets  are  paved  with  gold ; 
And  countless  are  the  glories. 
"Which  we  shall  there  behold  Cho. 

3  The  pearly  gates  stand  open, 

For  there  they  have  no  night ; 
Nor  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  candle, 
The  Lamb— He  is  their  light.  Cho. 

4  And  there  is  no  more  sorrow, 

Kor  pam,  nor  death,  nor  sin 


For  nought  that  worketh  evil 
Shall  ever  enter  in.  Cho. 

5  And  there  Life's  crystal  river, 

Etenially  shall  flow ; 
While  leaves  to  heal  the  nations 
Beside  its  waters  grow.  Cho. 

6  But  through  the  Golden  City, 

Our  loudest  praise  shall  ring, 
"^Hien  we  behold  our  Saviour^ 
Our  Prophet,  Priest  and  Kiug. 


Cho. 


HAPPY  GREETING. 


Arranged.      1  T  1 


^M^— LlJ_ 


1.  Come  let  us   be    joy-ful  and  mingle  our  strain,  With  those  who  are  gathered  to  meet  U3   a  -  gain; 


m — « — ^ 

|..  -r..  p.. 

 n  *-i 

P  «              •    ^  C2 

^Vlth  pastor,  and  teachers,  and  pa-rents  vre  join,    To  bless  our  Cre  -  a  -  tor  and  Saviour  di  -  vme. 
-im-    -m-    -mf-  -jai- 


,^  ^  CHORUS. 


Happy  greeting  to  all !  Happy  greeting  to  all !  Happy  greeting,  Happy  greeting,  Happy  greeting  to  all ! 


Happy  greeting,  tfec. 


2  A* year  has  departed,  how  rapid  its  flight. 
We  welcome  another,  as  joyous  and  bright ; 
How  kindly  our  Father  has  kept  us  from  ill, 

He  gives  us  his  spirit  to  watch  o'er  us  still.  Cho. 

3  Our  Sunday  school  banner  is  waving  to-day. 
Our  number  s  increasing,  with  rapture  can  say  ; 

•  Month,  or  woek. 


We'll  stand  by  that  banner  and  fight  for  the  Lord, 
We  ll  hop©  in  his  mercy,  and  trust  iu  his  word.  Cho. 

3  Our  Father  in  heaven,  we  render  to  thee, 
Our  voice  of  thanksgiving,  our  glad  jubilee  ; 
Protect  us  and  keep  us,  dear  Saviour  we  pray, 
That  from  thy  blest  precepts  we  never  may  stray.  C/u>. 
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THE  SOUND  OF  SALVATION,  (ills^sionary. 


y<,-^[3  and  Music  by  TH03.  HASTINGS.  M-is.  Do^. 


1.  Go   forth   ye     glad    lieralds      "witli   tid  -  insxs    of      jov,      A      Sa  -  viour  is     givRii  for  our 


I  r" 


1 — 1 

1  ^ 

— fj 

■w  -9 

 0> 

.  * 

-~o- 

 .  

i 

-J         _g      1_«  g 

_g_Cg  i— g- 

race  ;  O     bid   all      tlie  lieathen     their   i  -  dols   de  -  slrov,  And  trust  in    liis  fill  -  no>s   of  grace 
\         111         I        I  ^  »_^_m 


CHORUS. 


— tf — 


l  1 
-!  U-4 


ar  9 — _  P  sr:^  _  


Let  the  sound  of  sal  -  ya  -  tion  be    echoed    abroad,  Till  the  world  shall  acknowledge  her  Saviour  and  God. 

S— r:  g- 


"i  i  T 

O  tell  of  his  wisdom,  his  power  and  his  lore, 

IIow  he  labored  and  lau;^iished  and  bled. 
How  he  rose  from  the  tomb  and  ascended  above, 

Eich  blessings  around  us  to  shed. 
Cho.    Let  the  sound,  &c. 
Bid  the  heathen  repent  of  their  sin  and  believe, 

And  trust  in  Immanuel's  word ; 
O  tell  them  Ids  promise  can  never  deceive, 

For  righteousness  dwells  with  the  Lord. 
Cko.    Let  the  sound,  ice. 


O  tell  of  his  purity,  gentleness,  grace, 

His  holiness,  kindness  and  care  ; 
And  bid  them  his  offers  of  pardon  embrace, 
And  unite  in  thanksgiving  and  prayer. 
Cho.    Let  the  sound,  &c. 
Go  forth  ye  glad  heralds,  and  publish  afar 

That  sinners  mav  now  be  forgiven; 
Go,  show  them  the  brightness  of  Bethlehem's  Star, 
To  lead  in  the  pathway  to  heavf.u. 
Cho.   Let  the  sound.  <fcc 


THE  CROWN  OF  GLORY.  *  173 

^ord5  by  Mrs.  E.  if.  SANGSTER. 


'      1  1 

'        )^      '      ■      1      •        <      >      I  1^ 

1  1 

^                              ^  -ah  »  t^'  j  • 

1 .  Go  for:h:  roung  soldier  of  the  Cross.  The  battle  hoar  is  nigh.An'i  ye  have  bound  the  armor  on.  And  s^ 

 : — <; 

-orn  to  do  or  ui-e 

B     iff  S 

 i  1  ^   ^   ^   ^  \  

CnORFS. 


/  Our  bn  -  gle  ne'er  shall  sound  retreat,  "VThileJesas  leads  ns     on.  \ 

\  We    will  Eot  lay    our  weapons     by,  Un  -  til    we  wear  the  crown./There's  a  c 


rcs-a  of 


g  o  -  ry  lor  you. 


There's  a  crown  of    g'  ^ry  for  me.  There's  a  crown  for  you. There's  a  crswn  for  me,  Far  away     in  :he  prorniicd  land. 


— 

r-«>  0  

^ . — 1 

i 

Be  watchful !  army  of  the  Cross, 

The  foe  is  lurking  nigh. 
A  soul  must  be  the  mighty  loss. 

If  bar  one  soldier  die. 
^heue'er  you  dare  the  hostile  ranks, 

Forget  not  that  within 
There  hi  resa  most  terrific  fr«». 

Ibe  wily  ••  iufc.red  sin."  Cao 


Rejoice  I  young  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
The  victory  is  sure. 


'On  guard,  your.g  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
{    Thro'  all  the  weary  ni.ht. 

With  praise  and  pray'r.relieve  your  care,  The  harp,  the  palm,  are  waiting  hU 
I    And  keep  your  armor  brigi.t.  j    Who  to  the  end  endure. 

lYcur  Jesus  once  "  without  the  camp,"'  iYour  weary  feet  shall  walk  the  street, 
!    Bought  liberty  for  you  :  |    AH  paved  with  gold  on  high, 

Then  bravely  fight  for  truth  and  right,  I  And  he  who  wore  a  crown  of  thorns 
'   And  keej)  j'our  crown  in  Tiew.    Cue.      Will  crown  you  in  the  sky.  Cho. 
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TAKE  THE  CROSS, 


Modtraidy  qXLick. 

-S  V. 


ilnsic  b.7  WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 


-9  9  "  »  >  9  9 —  9  '  9  P  « 

1  '•  Take  thv  cro55  and  fol  •  me.'*  Thus  the  Mister  speaks  to  thee  :  Thcigh  in  sin  thou  dost  a  -  lide, 
 9  m  m  •  ^  9  9  N  N  S  S  :  •     *      •   m  


 ^- 


 ^ 


precioiis cross  1  Cotint all  vrorl^Uv  grain  as  loss.  And  all  earthlv  things  as  dross;  Jesns  bids  thee  lear  the  cross. 


2  There's  a  cross  for  thee  to  bear; 
ToU,  and  pain,  and  grief,  and  care, 
Yet  though  heavy  it  mav  be 
Jesas  bore  siia  more  for  thee  I 
'Tis  the  thomv  path  aione 
That  can  lead'thee  to  His  ihrcne.  C^u). 


3  Soon,  life's  vrork  "^dl  all  be  done, 
Soon,  thj  monal  course  be  run : 
Then,  if  thou  hast  faithful  been, 
Ar.d  hast  triumphed  over  sin. 
Then  thy  cro^s  thou  layest  dovrn. 
Christ  shall  give  the  promised  cro^im. 


GLORY  TO  THE  FATHER  GIVE. 


17^ 


1.  G'o  •  Tj   to   the  Fat 

2.  GIo  -  TJ    to    the  Eo 


give.  Gc'i.  :n  whom  we  inoTe  a-d  lire,    ChHdren's  pnyer's  He  deirns  to  Lear, 

D.  c.  Childrcu  raise  yoar  sweetest  s:raia 
Ghcst,  He     reclaimj  the   sin  -  cer  lost,    ChiMren's  minds  mar    he   in  -  e- ire. 

D.  C.  For  the    Gos  -  pel    fr^-a    a  -  bove, 


Children's  soDgi  de  •  light   his  ear,  Glo  •  ry     to    the    Son  we  bring,  Christ  oar    Pro  -  pLet,  Priest,  and  King. 
To  the  Lamb,  for    he  u-a5s'aic, 
Tonch  their  tongues  wi:h  ho  -  ]y    Sre,    Glo  -  ry     in    the   highest    be,    To     the      bieas  -  ed  Trin  •  i  -  ty. 
For    the    word  that  God    La  Ioyc. 


LORD,  I  BELIEVE.   C.  ^L  DonWe. 

"  L:?.D.  I  EI1I2' 


Fiv3. 


Vrii.  B.  EP.AI'BUP.Y. 


1^ 


^fLord.  I  believe:  thy  power  I  oth.  Thy  trath  I  would  o  -  bey  :\ 
V.  wander  corcfortiess  and  lone.W'r.en  from  thy  paths  I  stray. y/Lord.  I  believe,  bu:  gi  :caiy 


:n:e::niTi  t-eiin  zz- 


0.  c. i: 


:hee  with  p  rayers  a-  i  tears.  And  cry  f-r  strength  ana  light. 


Ftfe 


Lord.  I  be'ieve  :  but  thi;u  d:st  kaoir 
ily  faith  is  cold  acd  we^k  , 

Pir>-  my  frailty,  and  b--sto*' 
The  coufidence  I 


Ye?.  I  believe.  £.nd  ~.n!y  thou 
Canst  give  n-.y  soul  re:itf ; 

Lord.  tJthy  truth  my  si  iri:  oot 
Help  thou  mine  au^cU-^ 
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THE  LAND  OF  BEULAH.   C.  M. 


WcrdB  by  Rev.  J.  HASKELL. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
REFRAIN.  /  .  , 


■■  /  My    lat    est  sun   is    sink  -  ing  fast,  My  race  is   near  -  ly     run ; 
\  My   strongest  tri  -  als   now  are  past,  My  tri  -  umph  is     be  -  gun. 


-i^  -|^- 

-I  1— W  10  »- 


I  \ — "1 — 

O    come,  an  -  gel  band 


come,  and    a  -  round  me  stand,  O   bear  me  a  -  way  on  your  snow-y  wings.  To   my    im-  mor-  tal 


Sri— S— dS- 

»  ■ 

10- 

»- 

-esh  ^ 

 r*<  

1  1 

«  S  y  

^  t"* 

i        -  1 

1^ 

 — 1 

mm 


borne,       O    bear  me    a  -  way  on   your  snow  -  y    wings,  To    my     im  -  mor  -  tal  bomt 


^ 


2  I  know  I'm  nearing  tbe  boly  ranks. 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
For  I  brusb  tbe  dews  on  Jordan's  banks, 
Tbe  crossmg  must  be  near. — Cho. 

3  I've  almost  gained  my  beavenly  borne, 

M  J  spirit  loudly  sings ; 


Tbe  boly  ones,  bebold,  tbey  come  ! 
I  bear  tbe  noise  of  wings. — Clio. 

4  O,  bear  my  longing  beart  to  Him 
■\Vbo  bled  and  died  for  me ; 
Wbo.se  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin. 
And  gives  me  victory. — (7/io. 


Words  by  Rev.  P.  STRIKER. 


SWEET  CAROLS. 

CHRISTMAS. 


1  Sweet  car  -  ols  let 
_-P_,  P*-r-^  J^S^ 


Eich  of  -  ferings  let    us  Wmg 
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WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


To   oiir    Ee  -  deem  -  er 


:S=g=g: 


!..  ^ 

s.  ^ 

ft— 3?- 

- 

C|  5     1  5=l:t-==l  

-I  1 

all  redeem' d  from  shame  Eehearse  the 


I  ^' 




#^(*  ^* 

— 



) — ■ — 
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sto  -  ry ;  Let  all  redeem'd  from  shame  Eehearse  the  sto  -  yj 


2  Above  angehc  lays 

Our  Christmas  hymns  tvo  »Al8e ; 
With  heart  and  voice  we  praise 

The  infant  Jesus. 
The  song  ascends  on  high ; 
It  soars  above  the  sky  ; 
And  echo  gives  reply, 

**  From  sill  He  firees  us." 


3  For  He,  the  humble  bom, 
In  poverty  forlorn. 
Subject  to  bitter  scorn. 

And  vile  behaviour ; 
The  Great  and  Holy  One, 
Was  God's  anointed  Son, 
Who  by  his  deeds  hath  won. 

The  name  of  Saviour. 


4  Then  on  this  natal  day. 
Our  tribute  let  us  pay, 
And  in  a  joyful  lay 

Unite  our  voices. 
Loud  will  we  raise  the  song, 
Still  the  sweet  strain  prolong , 
ITiy  church,  in  one  va^t  throng, 
O  Lord,  rejoices. 
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FORWARD.  7s  Sc  6s. 

"  Speak  to  thb  childhen  or  isbail  that  thbt  go  roEWAao,"   Ex.  14  :  15, 


1.  Forward  shall  be   our  ■watchword,  As  weeks  and  months  revolve,    Forward  in   earnest     purpose,  And 


dulg  -  ing,  Is'o  thoxight  of  cow  -  ard  fear.    No  wish  of  sloth  in  -  dulg  -  ing,  No  thought  of     coward  fear. 


i 


2  Forward  in  holy  likeness. 

To  him  unseen  we  love ; 
Forward  in  faith  unyielding. 

His  faithfulness  to  prove. 
Foru-ard  to  meet  our  Master, 

Whose  comino;  draweth  nigh  ; 
Forward  to  reach  the  guerdon 

Prepared  for  saints  on  high. 


3  Forward  in  God's  great  Army, 

Embattled  foes  to  meet ; 
Forward  with  songs  of  victory, 

Our  conquering  Lord  to  greet. 
Forward  in  ceaseless  efifort 

For  weal  of  all  around ; 
Forward,  yes,  forward  ever, 

Till  with  Jesus  we  are  crown'd. 


CORONATION.  C.  M. 


OLITER  ROLDES.  179 
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1.  All      liail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name,  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al    m  -  a  -  dem,  And 

2.  Crown  him, — ye  morning  stars  of  light !  Who  formed  this  floating  ball — Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might,  And 


• 
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crown  him 
crown  him 


Lord 
Lord 


Bring 
Kow 


forth  the  roy  -  al    di  -  a  ■ 

hail  the  strength  of  Israel's 


dem,  And  crown  him  Lord 
might  And  crown  him  Lord 


3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 
Who  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
Hiiil  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all.  | 
Glory  of  the  sacred  Page. 

1  "What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page  I 

Majestic,  like  the  sun, 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age  ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

Tlie  gracious  light  and  heat ; 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise  ; 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Lord  '.  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  bright  di-spiay, 
As  makes  a  worUl  of  darkness  ahine 

Wiih  beams  of  heavenly  day. 
i  Our  souls  rejoicingly  pursue 

The  sle])S  of  him  we  love, 
Till  glory  brrtak  u(>ou  our  viev 

In  briuhter  vro'liU  atwve. 


4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  liim  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


5  0  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall  ; 
"We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


Perpetual  Praise. 

1  Yes.  I  will  bless  thee,  0  my  God, 

Through  all  my  fleeting  days  ; 
And  to  eternity  prolong 
Thy  vast,  thy  boundless  praise. 

2  Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 

The  honors  of  my  Goii  ; 
My  life,  with  all  its  active  powers, 
Shall  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

3  Nor  will  I  cease  thy  praise  to  sing. 

When  death  shall  close  mine  eyes  , 
My  thoughts  sliall  then  to  nobler  heights. 
And  sweeter  raptures  rise. 

4  Then  sha'.l  my  lips,  in  endless  praise, 

Their  grateful  tnnuce  p;iy  ; 
The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue. 
And  uu  eternal  da^'- 
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THE  SABBATH  BELLS. 


1.  List  the  Sabbath  bells,  so  mer-ri-ly  ringuag,  A  thousand  happy    voi- ces  sweet  are  sing- iug; 


a — jg — ; 
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A  thousand  ho  -  Ij  thoughts  are  up  -  ward  springing,  To  ush  -  er  in  thii?  &aB-bath  mom, 
■■g:  Learn  re  -  deruption'ssong,   ve    na  -  tions,  learn  it,  And  siug   that  song     for  ev  -  er-more. 

wB-         .  10-  -a-    -m-        I         I        I   ^1    I 


CHORUS. 


Bear    the    sa  -  cred  sounds,  ye   breez-es,  bear  them,  Bear  the    sa- cred  sounds,  to    eve  •  ry  shore. 


2  Hear  the  grateful  song  of  brooklet  and  river, 
And  hear  the  little  birds  their  prai.« '  delirer, 
A  thousand  hymns  of  praise  to  God  the  giver, 

'Tis  music  meet  for  Sabbath  day, 
Cho. — Bear  the  sacred  sounds,  &c, 

3  Hasten  forth  to  join  this  glorious  chorus. 
For  see  the  azure  sky  is  bending  o'er  us 


And  happiness  divine  is  just  before  us. 

If  we  improve  the  Sal)bath  day ! 
Cho. — Bear  the  sacred  sounds,  &c. 
List  the  Sabbath  bells  so  merrily  ringing, 
A  thousand  happy  children  now  are  singing 
A  thousand  holy  thoughts  are  upward  spriijging, 

To  usher  in  the  Sabbath  day. 
Cho. — Bear  the  sacred  sounds,  &.c. 


Words  by  Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER.         THE  HAPPY  LAND. 
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will  you  join  our  happy  band, 
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ove,  We're  marching  to  fair  Canaan's  land, 
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cheerful  hearts  we  love  to  sing  The  glories  of  our  heav'nly  King,  And  to  his  fold  the  wayward  bring,  Where  all,  all  is  love. 
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His  gracious  hand  our  steps  shall  guide, 

All,  all  is  love, 
There's  safety  near  his  bleeding  side, 

All,  all  is  love. 
Come  wash  in  this  atoning  flood, 
This  fountain  filled  with  Jfesus"  blood, 
'Twill  fit  you  for  that  blest  abode 

Where  all,  all  is  love. 


By  faich  we  see  those  hills  so  bright, 

All,  all  is  love, 
And  countless  millions  rob'd  in  white, 

AH,  all  is  love. 
And  when  we  meet  to  part  no  more 
With  those  we  love,  who've  gone  before. 
We'll  shout  upon  that  shining  shore, 

Here,  all,  all  is  love. 

SILYERTON.  C.  M. 

Prater. 


Oh,  happy  day  !  oh,  glorious  rest ! 

All,  all  is  love, 
We  shall  be  safe  among  the  blest. 

All,  all  is  love. 
What  notes  of  rapture  strike  the  ear  ! 
Is  it  the  music  of  that  sphere  ? 
Oh,  hallelujah!  heaven  is  near' 

And  all,  all  la  love. 

Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 


i.  Lord  1  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne.  And  our  confessions  pour,  0  may  we  feel  the  sins  we  own,  And  hate  wliat  we 

I  J  I  _  [deplore. 
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Our  contrite  spirits,  pitying  see, 
'I'rue  penitence  imi)art, 

And  let  a  healing  ray  from  thee 
Beum  boue  on  every  heart. 


3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 
0  let  our  wills  resign  , 
And  not  a  tiiougiit  dur  bo^ora  share, 
Which  IS  not  wholly  tbiue. 


182  JUST  AS  I  AM. 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

1.  Just  as  I  am— -without  one  plea.  But  that  thy  bloed  was  shed  for  me,And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee,  0  Lamb. of 

(God.  I  come  ! 

2.  Just  as  I  ii.m— and  waiting  not  To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  To  thee,  whose  blocd  can  cleanse  each  spot.  O  Lamb  of 

(God,  I  come  I 

3.  Just  as  I  am — though  tossed  about  "With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt.  Fightings  within,  and  fears  without,  0  Lamb  of 

(God.  I  come . 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor  Trretclied  blind —  5  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  recieve,  6  Just  as  I  am,  thy  love,  unknown, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind,  Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse  relieve  Has  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Yea,  all  1  need,  in  thee  to  find,  Because  thy  promise  I  believe,  Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thme  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God  I  come !  O  Lamb  of  God  I  come!  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


THE  BLUE  BIRD'S  TEMPERANCE  SONG. 


4 — jv_N_ 


1.  Oh  !  I'm  a  happy  blue  bird,  sober  as  yousee;  For  pure  cold  water'sthe  drink  for  me:  I  take  a  drop  here,  anrd  a 
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notht  r  drop  thercAud  make  the  woods  ring  with  my  temperance  air.  O  don't  defy  it.  Better,  better  try  it, 
/TV  8va- 


J:     5:        T»       *  • 


Repeat  ix  chorvs. 


I 


Water,  pure  water  from  the  spring  below,  Better,  better  try  it.  Better,  better  try  it,  Try  it  sir?  try  it  sir  ?  do. 


2  There  is  a  little  Bobby-Linkum  sitting  an  a  tree 
He's  singing  a  temperance  song  as  you  see, 

'Tis  "Bobolink,  take  a  drink,  take  a  drink  to-day. 
And  ]\lister  BoViolink,  not  a  cent  to  pav ! 
Cho.    Oh,  don't  defy  it,  belter  try  it',  &c. 

3  As  down  among  the  lilies  every  day  1  go. 
To  take  ray  bath  in  the  lake  below. 

If  I  chance  to  meet  a  drunkard  all  so  pale  and  thin, 
I  say  sir.  '"how  d'ye  do  ?  and  sir,    pray  walk  ui ! 
Cho.    Oh,  don  t  defy  it,  better  iry  it,  &c. 


4  Come  rise  up  with  the  songsters  early  in  the  mom. 
Sec  the  thirsty  grass  and  the  wavuig'corn — 

How  their  emerald  faces  brighten  in  the  dazzlmg  sua 
While  catching  the  dew  drops  one  by  one. 
Cho.    Oh,  don't  defy  it,  better  try  it,  &c. 

5  All  up  above  the  mountains  all  below  the  sea, 
With  my  temperance  song  asjee — 

That  for  man  in  his  toil,  or  the  bird  upon  lier  uest. 
Cold  water,  cold  water,  the  purest  and  best! 
Cho.   Oh,  don't  defy  it,  better  try  u,  etc 
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SINGING  AND  PRAISING  FOREVER, 

ilusie  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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2.  There  are  saints  in    robes  of  white,  That  have  gone  be  -  fore   us,    ^\  ith  the  an  -  gels  there  u  -  nite, 


J  I 
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TTafring  the  heavenly  bow-ers.  On  its  banks  we  hope  to  stand,  Close  by  the  beau- ti  -  ful  riv  -  er, 
Swelling  the  heavenly  cho  -  rus.     And  with  them  we  hope  to  stand,  Close  by  the  beau-  ti  -  f ul  riv  -  er. 
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FULL  CHORUS. 

>      ;V      ^      \      ^  ,N 
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There  to  join  the  ransom'd  host,  Singing  and  praising  for  ev  -  er,  Singing  and  praising  for  ev 
There  to  join  the  ransom'd  host,  Singing  and  praising  for  ev  -  er,     Singing  and  praising  for  ev 
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Close  by  that  beauti  -  ful   riv  -  er,  There  to  join  the  ransom'd  host.  Singing  and  praising  for  ev  -  er. 


SINGING  AND  PRAISING  FOREVER.  Concluded. 
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3  They  who  \onq:  the  cross  ha%-c  boruc 
Cast  their  crowns  before  hiui ; 
Martyrs  with  their  palms  of  gold 

Sinking  with  joy  adore  him. 
Soon  along  tae  verdant  banks  ; 
Close  by  the  beautiful  river ; 


Wc  shall  hail  our  Saviour,  King- 
Siuging  and  praising  forever. 

4  Courage  then,  0  fainting  soul, 
Jesus  still  is  near  thee; 


COLD  WATER, 


If  thy  feeble  strength  should  full 
Call,  for  he  waits  to  hear  thee: 

He  will  bear  thee  in  his  arms. 
Close  by  the  beautifid  river: 

There  we"'ll  hail  our  Sovereign  King, 
Singing  and  praising  forever. 

3ev.  R.  LOWRT. 

time.  ,     ,  [ 
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le    iiowers    drink  their  morning  draught  Of  dew 
Sweet-er    than  an  -  y     nec  -  tar  quaffed,  By 
o  /  The  meadows  feel   the  scorching  sun,  His  breath,  his  breath,"^ 
"  \  Like  flames  thro'  many  a   field  will  run,  'Tis 
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you; 

J  death!  'Tis  death! 


See  how  the  crystal 
But  oh,  when  comes  the 
1^    '    '    '  ' 
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drops  im  -  part,  A  ten  -  der  beau  -  ty  to  each  heart !  Oh,  wa  -  ter,  best  of  drmks  thou  art !  I'll 
evening    hour,  How  grateful  then  the  fall  -  ing  shower.  He  -  viv  -  ing  eve  -  ry  drooping  flower !  Oh, 


m 


quaff  thee  every  mom,  I'll  quaff"  thee  eve  -  ry  morn, 
wa  -  ter  pure  and  free !  Oh,  wa  -  ter  pure  and  free  ! 


1 — r 
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The  birds,  that  blithely  soar  on  high.  On  wing,  on  wing, 
As  brilliant  as  the  glowing  sky,  And  sing,  and  sing. 
Their  merry  songs  ;  by  crystal  rill, 
They  plume  their  wings,  and  drink  their  fill, 
'Mid  liquid  pauses,  singing  still. 

Their  Heavenly  Father's  pr.iise. 
Since  nature  thus  herself  renews.  By  thee,  by  thee, 
With  fragrant  showers,  and  gracious  dews,  So  free,  so  free 
Why  should  not  I  tliat  fountain  seek. 
Those  waters  pure  and  clear  bespeak; 
The  glow  of  health  to  every  cheek. 
To  every  heart  a  joy  ? 


WM.  B.  BRADBITP.r. 


Je^>  THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND. 

1.  There's  a  beautiful  land  Where  sweet  flowers  ever  bloom,  A  land  all  filled  with  odors  of  richest  perfume,  When  life's 

^.     .0L      M.  .|«.        A  I 


journey  is    end  -  ed,  All  good  children  there  will  stand,  With  the  white-robed  saints  in  glory  in  that  beauti  -  ful  land. 


■m-  -m-  -m. 
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Then  come  happy  angels,  on  love's  pinions  come,  "With  music,  sweet  music  to  welcome  us  home  ;  "With  your  bright  crowns 

[of  glory  and  your 

L         I  . 
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~g:f:^~rjlip[j  In  the  beautiful  land  little  children  ne'er  grow  old  ; 


—     On  every  little  forehead     j)laccd  a  crown  of  gold. 


golden  harps  in  hand,  0!  welcome  the  children  to  this  beautiful  land.  A  harp  tuned  by  an  angel,  in  every  httle  band, 


A  - 

VI/ 

t  
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And  they  sing  God's  praise  forever,  in  the  Beanti* 
ful  Land.  Cho. 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND.  Concluded. 
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In  the  BeaAitiful  Land  our  dear  Saviour  we  shall  see. 
We  shall  hear  his  words  of  welcome.—"  Litcle  children  come 
to  me," 

Then  around  His  throne  in  glory, with  our  crowns  and  harps 
we'll  stand, 

And  we'll  j)raise  the  Lamb  forever  in  that  Beautiful  Land. 
Cho.    Then  come,  &c. 


But  the  Beautiful  Land  is  not  for  littJe  ones  alone, 

There  is  room  enough  for  every  one,  around  the  Father's 

throne, 

There  join  us  friends  and  parents,  take  the  children  by  the 
hand. 

And  we'll  journey  on  together  to  the  Beautiful  Land. 
Cho.    Then  come,  &c. 


THE  UNION  BAND. 


* 


1.  0  we're  a  band  of  brethren  dear,"Who  will  join  this  happy  band?  "Who  live  as  pilgrim  strangers  here,"Who  will  join  this 

[happy  band  T 


»     »     (f  C^-r- 

i  1 

1^ 

I  i 
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CHORUS. 


I  I 


p-J-^ — 1 
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Hallelu  -  jah,  hallelujah,  We  will  join  this  happy  band,  Singing  hallelujah.  Hallelujah,  We  will  join  this  happy  band. 


T — r-r 
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The  prophets  and  apostles  too, 

Once  belonged  to  this  happy  band, 

.And  all  God's  children  here  below. 
All  have  joined  this  happy  band, 
Cho,   Hallelujah,  &c. 


Let  no  contention  e'er  divide 
ilembers  of  this  happy  band 

But  firm,  united,  side  by  side. 
Thro'  this  life  together  stand. 
Cho.   Hallelujah,  &c. 


And  when  death  comes,  as  ccaie  it  must, 

To  divide  this  happy  band  ; 
The  links  will  not  return  to  dust, 

Tiiey  will  shine  at  God's  rigtt  hacd. 
Cho.    Halielujab,  ice. 
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SOLDIERS  OF  THE  CROSS. 


Tune  arranged  from  a  popular  Camp  Soxxg. 


'1.    Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross,  rise,  and  put  your  armor  on;    Marchto  the  ci  -  ty  of  theXew-Je-ru  -  sa-leiu; 
2.  The  watchmen  they  are  crying,  attend  the  tnunpefs  soimd.  Take  the  gospel  banner,  and  the  pow'i-s  of  hell  surround, 


Je- sus  gives  the  or- der,  and  leads  his  people  on      'Till  vie  -  to  -  ry    is  won.         Glo-ry,  glo  -  ly,  hal 
Hearts  and  arms  make  ready,  the  bat-tie  is    athand;    Go  forth  at  Christ's  command. 

■     ■  1  ^  ^ 


are  marching  on. 
I  i 


Lay  hold  upon  the  Saviour  by  faith's  victorious  shield, 
Jlarch  on  in  order  'till  you  win  the  glorious  Held, 
Faint  not  by  the  way,  'till  you've  gained  that  peaceful 
shore, 

Where  war  shall  be  no  more. 

Cnu  — Giorj,  glory  hallelujah  !  6lc. 


Ne'er  think  the  victory  won,  nor  lay  your  anuor  down, 
]^[arch  on  in  duty,  'till  you  gain  the  starry  crown, 
When  the  war  is  o'er  and  the  baltie  you  have  won 
Jesus  will  say,  "well  done.  ' 

Cho  —Glory,  glory,  hallelujah  :  &c. 


I 


I'LL  THINK  OF  MY  SAVIOUR, 
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WM.  B.  BRAHBURY. 
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I  /  I'll  think  of  mA 

■  \When  fresh  from  his  slumber  the  san  is  awaking.  Acd  girdicg  himself  with  the[Onii/  ]  armor  of  light. 


'aviour  when  davlisht  is  breakinsr  Awav  from  the  darkness  and  gloom  of  the  n!-ht, 
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FULL  CHORUS. 
>      N      N  N 


With  angels 


meet  him.  TV:th  seraphs  to  greet  him,  AnJ  praise  him  for-ev 


er,   In  mansions   a  -  bove. 


2  I'll  iliink  of  my  Saviour  when  daylight  is  sinkiug, 

And  blending  its  beams  -with  the  t^^  ilight  so  gray 
■^Mien  bright  starry  eyes  in  the  azure  are  twinkling 
And  silence  embraces  the  close  of  the  day. 
Cho. — I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  &c. 

3  I'H  think  of  my  Saviour  when  pleasure  is  spreading 

Her  soft  do^vlly  pinions  to  gladden  my  way ; 
Thro"  sorrow  and  sadness,  alone  He  was  treading, 
To  open  for  sinners  the  portals  of  day. 
Cho. — I'll  think  of  mj  Saviour,  &c. 


4  I'll  think  of  my  Saviour  when  sorrow  is  ilingiag 

Her  thick  robe  of  sadness  around  the  dark  tomb  ; 
If  light  from  His  presence  a  glory  is  bringuig, 
"Twill  scatter  its  darkness  and  hide  all  its  gloom. 
Cho.— I'll  think  of  my  Saviour,  6cc. 

5  111  think  of  my  Saviour,  my  dear  blessed  Saviour, 

^\Taen  he  from  on  high  his  bright  angeis  shall  send, 
And  take  to  His  bosom" His  loved  ones  forever, 
To  join  in  the  anthems  that  never  shall  eni 
Cuo.— I'll  iliiiik  01  my  Sauour,  &c. 
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OING  HOME. 
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WM.  B. 

BRADBCRY. 
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2  /Tlirough  a  strange  country  as    pil-grims  we  stray,  For  we're  going, 
V  On  -  ward  we  go  tlirougLi  the  swift  fad  -  ing  day",  For  we're  going, 


go  -  mg, 
go  -  ing, 


go  -  ing  home.  \ 
home.  / 


Wea  -  ry  our  march  since  the  fair    ro  -  sy  dawn,  Long  is  the  distance  we've  trav-  eled  since  morn  , 


_     _   IS' 

But    we  re  -  gret   not  the  hours  that  are  gone,  For  we're  go  -  ing,       go- ing,     go  -  ing  home. 


2  "Why  should  we  gather  earth's  withering  flowers' 

When  we're  going,  going,  going  home: 
Soon  shall  we  tread  the  fair  Heavenly  bowers 

For  we're  going,  going,  going  home : 
There  fragrant  garlands  Immortal  wiU  bloom. 
Untouched  by  blight,  and  unshadowed  by  gloom. 
And  never  strewing  the  path  to  the  tomb ; 

For  w'ere  going,  going,  going  Lome. 

3  Hark!  'tis  the  storm  crashing  loud  through  the  pines 

We  are  going,  going,  going  home ; 
See  the  faint  glimmering  light  that  now  shines 
We  are  going,  gomg,  going  home. 


Little  we  heed  the  wild  roar  of  the  wind. 
Onward  we  stUl  look,  and  never  behind  ; 
This  thought  alone  gives  sweet  peace  to  our  mind 

We  are  going,  going,  going  home. 
4  Soon  we  shall  hear  the  glad  welcoming  voice, 

We  are  going,  going,  going  home  : 
Bidding  our  spirits  forever  rejoice, 

We  are  going,  going,  going  home : 
Home  to  our  mansion  prepared  m  the  sky, 
Where  we  can  never  more  suffer  or  die, 
O  !  let  our  anthem  of  praise  ring  ou  higb.; 

We  are  gomg,  going,  going  home. 


WILLOW  DALE.  C.  M.  Double. 
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Sis 3  c«  OE  0/  thk  sohgs  o?  Zns."' 


WM.  3.  BRaDBCSY. 


,  /Sic^.therri.my  ch:lir^n.5ini  them  5tiu.Th-5r  5';veet  an  i  ho!T  sori^zsA  Ichei 
\0h.  let  the  pialms  of  Zioa's  hi"!'..  Be  heard  from  yonthfai  tongars.   J  0  sic?  them  at  the  earlv  dawn.The  rising  reorn  :i 


D.C. — Aq'I  sing  them  round  theereaiiig  hear:h.When  fires  are  biasing  near. 


2  Sing  them  when  Sabbath  Schools  are' 

met. 

And  yoar  yoang  voices  raise. 
Your  Sabbath  eTcning  mei  xi  es 

To  tUeir  Redeemer  s  praise.  ^ 
So  shall  each  onforgotlea  word. 

When  distant  far  you  rrana, 
Cail  back  your  heart  which  once  it 
stirred. 

To  childhood's  blessed  home. 

3  Sing  them,  dear  children,  many  a  saint 

These  holy  strains  have  sang  ; 
These  walli'of  oars  have  echoed  them,  3 

From  many  a  pilgrim's  tongue. 
Oh,  sing  them  in  a  land  iike  this. 

Where  pilgrim's  steps  have  roved  ; 
CFh,  children  sing  these  me'.odies— 

The  songs  our  father's  loved. 

Earth's  thaaovp  years.   2d  hyrnn, 

1  Earth's  shadowy  years  will  soon  be  o'er, 
Heaven's  b'.issful  morn  arise. 
Lad  »<>rrow*s  nij  ht  wiil  then  no  more  I 
Cercloui  oar  weeping  eye*, 


Then  will  the  Lord  of  life  and  lore 

Unveil  his  beaming  face  : 
An  1  never  from  our  sight  remove 

The  bright  celestial  rays. 

The  precious  jewels  Jesas  seat 

To  be  our  solaoe  here, 
>Vere  only  for  a  season  lent. 

They're  shining  brighter  there. 
Aad  we  shall  soon  their  lovely  forms 

In  glorious  robes  behold  ; 
Shail  sing  with  them  in  angel's  songs. 

Wi;h  harps  of  shining  gold. 

In  that  blest  place  no  loved  ones  part, 

Xo  mourning  there,  no  sighs  : 
For  Go  1  himself  will  genily  wipe 

AH  sorrow  from  their  eyes. 
There  everiasting  peace  and  joy, 

And  transport  shall  be  thine  j 
Praise  shall  ;,ar  utmost  powers  employ, 

In  mi\ody  divine. 

T»jf  Siiviour  cares  f  or  tlut. 

B«  still,  repining  heart,  be  still. 
And  leara  with  humble  trust ;  I 


To  lean  confiding  on  his  worl, 

The  only  good  and  jus:. 
What  tho"  at  times  thy  courage  fail, 

And  dark  thy  path  may  be  ; 
Look  op  to  Go-i  he  knows  it  all, 

Thy  Saviour  carea  for  thee. 

In  every  changing  scene  of  life. 

His  hand  will  ever  guide  : 
He  will  no:  leave  thee  here  alone. 

What  can's:  thou  wan:  beside  ? 
The  world  may  pierce  srith  cruel  thorns 

Though  deep  the  wound  may  be. 
Remember  Jesus  bore  it  all. 

Thy  Saviour  cares  for  thee. 

There  is  a  mom,  a  glorious  morn. 

For  every  night  of  gloom  ; 
A  smile  for  every  faHinir  tear, 

A  hr  i>e  beyond  the  tomb. 
Then  peace  ;  reposing  heart,  "be  stlli, 

Whafe'er  thy  trials  be  ; 
Look  op  to  him.  who  feels  thea  all  — 

The  javi.ur  cares  for  ihce.       (C ) 


192 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  DEAR  HOME. 


"Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  KIDDER. 


Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 

J  l_j  I  !  L 


2  /  Speed  away!  speed  a -way!  happy  soul  of  the  blest,  \ 
■\  From  thy  prison-hoiise  fly,  like  a  bird  to  [OwiiY...]  her  nest  ;/Aiigel  spirits  are  bending  in  loye  from  the  sky,  To 
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Alto  ixxl  a>'d  clbar— SoPRixo  light. 


way,  speed  a  -  way,  happy  soul  of  the  blest.  Speed  a -way,  speed  a -way,  to  the  land  of  thy  rest. 

Speed  a  -  way  


way 


2  Speed  away  !  speed  away!  O  why  linger  below, 
"\Mien  thy  measure  of  glory  no  mortal  can  know, 
And  the  yisions  of  beauty  that  beam  on  thy  sight, 
AU  come  from  the  Christian's  dear  home  of  delight. 
Thy  darkness  is  turned  into  infinite  day ! 
Speed  away,  speed  awaj, 


I  3  Speed  away!  speed  away!  happy  soul  of  the  blest, 
To  the  land  where  the  w'eary-wom  pilgrim  may  rest. 
To  the  city  celestial,  t'u-t  beautiful  shore, 
"\Miere  the  presence  of  death  we  shall  fear  neyermore, 
Up !  heaven  vrard !  Itt  nothmg  tUe  journey  dels  J  ! 
J       ^i>ced  away,  speed  away. 


WE  COME  WITH  REJOICING. 

Words  by  KATE  CAMERON".      (Appbopriatz  to  ast  A>->-iTEa3AST  occasiox.^ 
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1  TN'e  come  "vvith  re  •  joiciiig,  tlianksginng,  and  song,  The  notes  of  our  antliem,    let  ech  -  o  prolong:  Tq 


^    Ji.             ^  ^p. 
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Him  who  redeemed  us,  and  saved  us  from  death,  We'll  sing   loudest  praises,  while  He  gives  us  breath. 
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CHORUS. 
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The  Lamb  that  was  Siain!  And  liv  -  eth    a  -  gain.  We'll  sing  loudest  praises,  To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 


»              m      m      ^  ^ 
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2  The  Lamb  that  was  slain  I  our  salvation  is  made  I 
In  robes  of  His  glory,  our  spirits  arrayed  ; 
O  why  should  we  fe'ar,  while  on  Him' we  rely, 
He'll  help  us  to  live,  and  prepare  us  to  die.  '  Cho. 


3  Oh  1  Jesus  our  Saviour  I  the  dearest  and  best. 
On  Thee  all  our  hopes  for  Eternity  rest ! 
We  love  Thee,  we  praise  Thee.  Thy  name  we  adore. 
To  Thee  all  our  thoughts  and  our  wishes  shall  soax.  CAo* 


JESUS  LOVES  ME 


VtM.  B.  BRADBUR'i, 


1.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  this  I  know,  For  the  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so;  Liit- tie  ones  to  liim  belong,  T'ney  are  weaK  oat 
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CHORUS. 


He  is  strong.  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me  Yes, 


Jesus  loves  me,  The  Bible  tells  me  so. 


Jesus  loves  me!  He  who  died, 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide ; 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin. 
Let  his  little  child  come  in. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  &c. 


3  Jesus  loves  me!  loves  me  still, 
Though  I'm  very  weak  and  ill ; 
From  his  shining  throne  on  high. 
Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  &c. 


4  Jesus  loves  me !  He  will  stay, 
Close  beside  me,  all  the  way ; 
If  I  love  him,  when  I  die 
He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  &c. 


-I  1 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 

From  "  I 

3^ 


ong  Garden,"  by  permission  of  MASOX  BROTHERS. 


Work,  for  the  night  is  cominpr,  "Work  thro'the  morning  hours;  Work, while  the  dew  is  sparkling,  Work'niid  springing  flow'rs; 

2.  Work  for  the  night  is  coming,Work  thro'  the  sunny  noon;  Fill  brightest  hours  with  lab  u-.  Rest  comes  sure  and  soon, 

3.  Work  for  the  night  is  coming,  Under  the  sunset  ekies;  Wliile  their  bright  tints  are  glowing.  Work,  for  daylight  flies, 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING.  Condaded. 

erf*.  ,       ,         .  .    ,  , 


r  --s    V.  1-..  '  L  N_L 

*^Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter,"^ 
Give    ev  -  erv  fly  -  ing    minute,  >( 
"Work  till  tlje  last  beam  fudetli,  F 
-im-   -m-  '  eh  -m-   -m-  -<t^ 

— ^  ■ — 1  1-.  1 — 
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Vork  in  the  glowing  sun;  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, "When  man's  work  is  d me. 
imething  to  keep  in  store;Work.  for  the  night  is  coming. Wlien  man  works  no  nio'-e. 
ideth  to  shine  no  inore;"Work  wiiile  the  night  is  dark'niag,  When  man's  work  i<  o'er. 

•        <,                    C]   '          ^    '      !  j          '  T  -S"  ^ 
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Semi-chorus,  or  Dcet. 


THE  MASTER  IS  GONE. 


— s 

 1  r> — ' — 1 

.i 

S— s 

^— s— s- 

— ? 

0 

->?  »  ^ 

"a  ^ 

; — 0  1 

 |- 

— h  1=+;  

— 

cnoRus. 


l-iii: 


2  "In  Tain  avus  my  care  those  gpices  to  prepare,  ] 

To  enbalm  my  dear  Saviour  alone  ;  | 
Taken  home  from  my  view,  what  alas  shall  I  do." 
!!:  Ah,  Mary!  ah,  ilary!  the  Master  is  gone!  :|| 

3  "  I  seek  but  in  vain  to  relieve  my  heart's  pain,  ] 

From  bosoms  as  callous  as  stone  :  j 
No  one  here  can  calm,  by  sweet  sj-mpathy's  balm, ' 


one.  Master  is  gorie  ! 

A  heart  full  of  sighs  for  the  Master  she  loves. 
Ah,  Mary !  ah,  Mary !  the  Master  is  gone. 
'*  Hallelujahs  arise :  assist  me  ye  skies. 

And  rejoice  with  a  mort.il  who  mournet^ ' 
Hence  sorrow,  hence  care :  to  tlie  winds  with  despair. 

|:  liaboni,  Kaboni,  the  Master  's  returned.  ' 


196 


HAPPY  IN  THE  LORD. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY, 
 >.  .  1 


1.  A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger  here,  happy,  happy,  happy. 


I  seek  the  home  to  pilgrims  dear,  happy  in  the  Lord. 
A  home  beyond  this  mortal  shore,  happy,  happy,  happy,  "Where  sin  and  sorrow  come  no  more,  happy  in  the  Lord. 


CRORUS. 


nil 


— — — ha — 0 — <s'a-*a.e,_ 

—J 

=1 

— * 

-w  9 

*^  VTe'U  cross  the  river  of  Jor  -  dan,   happy,  happy,  happy,  happy,  Cross  the  river  of  Jor-dan,  happy  in  the  Lord. 


i 


2  I  leave  this  world  of  sin  behind. happy,  &c. 
That  better  home  in  heaven  to  find,  happy  in.  &c. 
Fair  lands  are  here,  and  houses  fair,  happ'y,  »Scc. 
But  fairer  ia%my  home  up  there,  happy  in,  «Scc. 

Cho.   We'll  cross  ihe  river, 

3  In  that  fair  clime  of  endless  day,  happy,  tfcc. 
The  Lord  shall  wipe  all  tears  away,  happy  in.  &c. 
To  living  founts,  throush  voj-dant  meads,  happy,  &c. 
The  Lamb  his  ransomed  followers  leads,  happy  m,  &c. 

C\o.    We  il  cross  the  river,  ifcc. 


4  The  fruits  and  flowers  of  Paradise,  liappy,  &c. 

In  plenteous  showers  roimd  them  rise,  happy  in,  ».^c. 
No  death  shall  visit  them  again,  happy,  &.c. 
No  sickness  there,  no  touch  of  pain,  liappy  m,  &c. 
CTlo.   We'll  cross  the  river,  &c. 

5  Farewell,  vain  world,  I'm  going  home,  happy,  &:c. 
^fy  Saviour  smiles  and  bids  me  come,  happy  in.  &e, 
No  mourning  there,  no  funeral  gloom,  h.appr,  &c. 
But  health  and  youth  forever  bloom,  happy  m,  itc 

Cko.   We  il  cross  the  river,  dec. 


MY  MANSION  IN  THE  SKY, 
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Words  liy  Mrs.  il.  A.  KIDDER. 


lluiJc  by  HEXRT  TUCKER. 


1  Oh.  Je  -  sus,  pre  -  cious  bleeding  Lamb,  ^fv   spir  -  it  longs  for  thee;  Mv  waiting  sotil  on  miners  of 


— *  ^-^  — 


CHORUS. 


— % 


love,  From  this  vain  world  would  flee.  Oh !  I'm  glad  there's  a  mansion  in    the   skv,    \\Tiere  my 


my 

m 


I  — tfi — — — « — 5— 


I         soul  mav  be  happv  when  I    die,    I'm  glad,  I'm  glad,  Oh,  I'm  glad  there's  a  mansion  in  the  skv. 


T*  ^  i*- 


2  In  that  bright  world  of  love  and  liaht, 

That  city  of  our  God ; 
I  know  a  glorious  welcome  waits, 
Each  lover  of  the  Lord  I — Cho. 

3  The  vain  pursuits  of  this  short  life, 

How  weak  and  frail  they  seem; 


When  from  my  blessed  home  abore, 
I  catch  one  shining  gleam ! — Cho. 

4  If  I'm  a  lover  of  the  Lord. 
And  to  his  footstool  come ; 
I  know  He'll  send  his  angels  down. 
To  guide  me  safely  home ; — Ch^ 


m  THE  BRIGHT  HiLLS  OF  GLORY. 

Words  by  Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER. 

1st.  .  .  II 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

1 

U-4- 


/Ob,  give  me  a  harp  on  the  bright  hills  of  glory — A  home  ^vhen  life's  sorrows  are  o'er, 

VWhere  joys  that  await    the  meek  and  the  lowly,  {_Omit  

/Oh,  there  let  me  roam  on  the  banks  of  the  riv  -  er,  Escort  -  ed  by  angels  a  -  lon| 
\And  with  them  a- dore     the    Bounteous   Giver,  lOmit  


Will  more  than  lost  Eden  restore 
[throng. 
Whose  love  is  rehearsed  by  the 


Where  the  new  song  of  glo  -  ry  Is  the  theme  of  the  ho  -  ly,  And  the  ransomed  are  safe  ev  -  er 
Where  the  new  song  is     giv  -  en.  To  the  loved  ones  in    heaven,  And  the  an    gels     re  -  ech  -  o  the 

-      -I  —  ^«  ^  :  ^  ^  -g — g— g 


more, 
song. 


! — m  ,  m  m  m^m^,  m.  m  0. 


3  There  sweetly  we'll  rest  in  those  mansions  for  ever 
And  bask  in  the  fulness  of  love. 
Where  Ileitis  are  all  bright  with  fiowrcts  that  never 

Shall  wither  in  Eden  above. 
Cho.  ||:Thcre  the  new  song  of  pardon, 
Is  the  theme  over  Jordan, 
And  each  harp  swells  the  chonu  of  loTe.:|i 


4  Oh,  who  has  prepared  this  banquet  of  pleasure*. 
In  heaven's  sweet  bower  of  ret^t  ? 
And  bids  us  partake  of  all  its  ndi  treasures, 

And  waits  now  to  welcome  each  guest. 
C1lo.\:\\.  is  Jesus,  our  Saviour, 

And  we'll  praise  him  for  ever, 

Wen  whe  re  safe  in  those  niansiona  of  rect'l 


OUR  BRIGHT  AND  MORNING  STAR, 

Words  by  KATE  CAMFKO>J. 

45—1  P,  1-      '  ■ 
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Wif.  B.  BRADBURY. 

J  \  ^-  ■ 


1  Je  -  BUS  is  our  momiBg  star,  Briglitly  beaming  from  afar;  He  is  sent  to  guide  our  way,  From  the  darkaoss 

2  Je-sus  is  our  morning  star  Tho'  in  sorrow's  night  we  are :  Tho'  the  clouds  around  our  way  Give  no  tok  an 

3  Je-sus  i3  our  morning  star  When  our  prison  we  unbar,  When  we  break  the  chains  of  sin,  And  the  pure  dght 
^  ,  ^    *  0   •  0-^ — 0  0-^ — g-^     m  I     — 0—m-^-rr^     »   *  0  mj^.^^Z0-^. 


to  the  day 
of  the  day 
ush  -  ers  in ; 


And  His  dy  -  ing  love  a  •  lone,  Can  for  all  our  sins   atone.     Tlie  bright  and  morning 
Still,  the  dawning  hour  draws  near;  Eise,  and  cast  a  -  side  each  fear.  The  bright,  &c. 
Trust  not  earth's  delu  -  sive  ray,  He  a  -  lone  fortells  the  day.  The  bright,  &c. 


star 


The  bright  and  morning  star. 
 0  0  ^-^0. 


the  morning  star,  The  bright  and  morning  star. 


Our  Guiding  Star. 

1  Glorious  hope,  eternal  life, 

Promise  sweet  to  mourners  piven, 
Soon  will  end  this  mortal  strife. 

Look  beyond  there's  rest  in  heaven  ; 
Rest  from  sorrow,  toil,  and  care 
In  our  Father's  mansion  fair. 
Cio. — We're  on  our  journey  home, 


We're  on  our  journey  home, 
Jesus  is  our  guiding  star, 
We're  on  our  journey  home. 
2  We  must  meet  with  trials  here  ; 

Through  a  desert  waste  we  roam  ; 
But  our  Saviour  still  is  near, 
lie  will  guide  us  safely  home, 


From  the  world's  coroding  care 

To  our  Father's  mansion  fair. —  Ch»,. 
On  a  wild  and  stormy  sea. 

When  our  fragile  bark  is  driven, 
Shatter'd  tho'  its  sails  may  be. 

We  shall  anchor  safe  in  heaven  ; 
We  shall  rise  triuuiphant  tnere. 

To  our  Father's  miuiBioQ  fair — C&«« 


200 


Sprightly. 


WE  HAVE  COME  REJOICING. 

Suggested  in  part  by  a  melody  of  BKLLIXI. 


1  We  have  corae    re  -  joic  -  ing    on  this  hap  -  py  day, 

2  Thro'  the  week*he's  kept   us,  and  his  smiling  face 

^     .pL      J©.  ^.    ^  ^ 

D.  C.  We  have  come    re  -  joic  -  ing   on  this  hap  -  py  day, 


In  our  Sunday  School  we  dear-ly  love  to  stay; 
Still    is  beaming   on     us      in  this  hap  -  py  place. 

^ig_-g-_g_-g-_r_p-  «-  A  A  A  ^ 


' — 1»« — >• — ai»— 7t  

In   our  Sunday  School  we    dear-ly  love    to  stay; 


And  with  voi  -  ces  blend  -  ing  in  a  sa  -  cred  song,  We  the  Saviour's  praise  pro  -  long. 
And    the     gra  -  cious  Spir   -it      from    his     ho  -  ly    throne,  Tells    us      of      a    bet   -    ter  home. 


S^"" — g  w— —  g- 


CHORUS. 
^1  1  ^^_|s_J  1_ 


blend  -  ing 


sa  -  cred    soug,  We    the    Saviour's  praise  pro 


:gzi_-gj=g-e^r^g=:^ 


•  lonj 


— iff— a  .J. 

'There  we  shall  never  grieve  him  more,But  with  the  angels  on  that  shore,  Strike  the  harps  of  glory  in  a  sweeter  strain,  And 


1    ^  >  i  1 

N  ^  ^  ^- 

rf*— «— (»— 

ft  J  - 

e.  ^.  jB.  ^ 

¥^^3 

"1 — jf-jf  t  t^tt-i 

 L 

w>—if>—V—i^ — 1  

D.  C. 


ev  -  er  with  them  praise  his  ho  -  ly  name. 


Or  ''^ear,"  if  for  anniversary.  | 


3  .Tesus  there  is  smiling,  on  his  Father's  throne, 
Saying,  "Come  in  welcome,  come  for  here  is  room. 
In  these  shining  mansions  1  have  still  a  place, 
Children  hasten  to  my  face."    Cho.    There  we  shall,  &c. 

4  And  in  robes  of  glory,  like  the  stars  above, 
Shall  my  loved  ones  ever,  ever  with  me  rove  ; 
Where  the  waving  flowerets  of  immortal  bloom. 

Shed  around  their  sweet  perfume.  Cho.  There  we  shall,  <!id 


FOR  THOU  HAST  DIED  FOR  ME.     wm.  b.  bradbiet.  201 

T^ords  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 


I  1st. 


I  2d. 


-,  /  WTien  clouds  hang  dark  -  ly    o'er  my   way    And  earth  -  ly  comfort   dies,  \ 

V  On      thee    my    Sa-viour  and  my   God,  My  [Otnit  /  ev  -  ery  hope  re  -  hes. 

J  _<»_^_«!^  


A  1- 


 N  \%- 


I  hear  thy  spir  -  its  gen -tie  voice,  Thy  cross  by  faith  I     see, —    Thy  precious  blood  O,  dy-iug 


,  p — — ^^1— •-^  — « — *^ — 

— — a — ^_p»-^— — ^  ^ 


Lamb,  Kedeems  and  makes  me  what  I   am,    For  thou  hast  died  for   me,  For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


\     iN  ^ 


2  My  soul,  confiding  in  thy  word, 

Can  rest  securely  there. 
And  feel  at  peace  in  every  storm, 

Beneath  thy  watchful  care ; 
A  sinner  lost,  but  saved  by  grace 

Be  this  my  only  plea : 
Thy  precious  blood,  O  dying  Lamb 
Redeems  and  makes  me  what  I  am, 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


3  O  when  I  leave  this  mortal  scene. 

And  rise  to  worlds  of  light ; 
Then  shall  I  see  thee  as  thou  art 

Arrayed  in  glory  bright : 
There  by  the  livuig  stream  divine. 

My  raptured  song  shall  be  : 
Thy 'precious  blood,  O  dying  Lamb, 
Kedeems  and  makes  me  what  1  am. 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


202  Words  furnished  by  L.  HART,  Esq. 


ii 


-m  is" 


JESUS^IS  KING.  ^ 


WM.  B.  BKADBCRY 
-I  1  i- 


1.  He  who  once  to   earth  came  down,  Toil'd  and  sufterea  here    be  -  low,    Sits   up  -  on  his  heavenly 

2.  Ma  -  ny  lit  -  tie   ones   are   there.  Gathered  in   that  shin  -  ino  throne:;  Lis  -  ten!  thro' the  Sabbath 


1  1  \  1- 

CHORUS. 


throne,  Wears  the  crown  of  glo  -  ry  now 
air,        You  may  hear  their  joy  -  fiil  song. 


While  an  -  gels  join 
Come  let   us  join 


sing, 
sing,  &c. 


And 


<2  .  J  J   J  _^      ^  -f- 


While  an  -  -  gels 
FULL  ff 


join    to   sing,  And 


sweet  words  ring- 


loud  The 
3. 

Yes,  our  loved  and  lost  are  there. 

They  have  reached  the  Lappy  land. 
Now  white  robes  ami  crowns  they  wear. 

They  have  joined  the  angel  band. 
Cho.    They  strike  each  golden  string,' CAo 
And  loud  the  ^weet  words  ring,  j 


Jesus  is  King. 


Christians  in  the  song  unite, 

Gladly  swell  the  notes  of  praise, 
And  with  saints  and  angels  bright, 
Still  the  grateful  anthem  raise. 
Come  let  us  join  to  sing. 
Loud  let  the  sweet  ^ords  ring, 
Jesus  is  King. 


Surely  we  that  song  may  share, 
Jesus  bids  the  children  come ; 
Gives  the  lambs  his  tender  care, 

Guides  them  to  his  heavenly  home. 
Cho.    Come  let  us  join  to  sing, 

Loud  let  the  sweet  words  ring, 
Jesus  is  K-iug. 


*   "THAT  WAS  SETTLED  LONG  AGO." 

Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 
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Wir.  B.  BRADBURY. 
I  Duet. 


.  /Mother   tell  me,   do  not  tremble,  Hold  me  in  your  dear  embrace  ;\ 

\Must  I  leave  you,  am   I    dy  -  iug?  I  can    read    lOmit  /it  in 

 ,  ^»_r-(« — m — 


All  is    well,  my  soul  is 
your  face  ;  V   I  have  made  my  peace  with 


Mother  you  are  bending  o'er  me, 
Trying  hard  to  ease  my  pain, 

You  would  make  the  struggle  lighter, 
But  your  tender  care  is  vain. 

Do  noL  weep,  my  soul  is  hap^iy, 
I  am  not  afraid  to  go : 

Jesus  loves  me,  yes,  I  feel  it, 

"  That  was  settled  long  ago." 
3. 

Fainter  grew  that  voice  so  gentle, 
Quickly  came  his  feeble  breath. 

Leaning  on  the  arm  of  Jesus, 
He  had  passed  the  gates  of  death. 

How  his  cheering  n'ords  of  comfort 
liike  a  strain  of  music  flow, 
•A  dyinij  Christian  boy's  answer  to  h 


I  have  made  my  peace  with  Jesus, 
"That  was  settled  long  ago." 
The  weary  are  at  rest. 
1. 

Earth  may  robe  her  fairest  blossoms. 

In  her  crimson  light  serene, 
Yet  the  pleasures  that  await  us, 

Mortal  eye  has  never  seen. 
'Tis  a  vail  our  souls  dividing 

From  the  region  of  the  blest, 
"  Sorrow  there  can  never  enter. 

There  the  weary  are  at  rest." 
2. 

Through  eternal  ages  rolling, 
I    Angel  choirs  their  notes  prolong, 
is  mother,  when  asked  if  he  was  "  willii 


We  shall  join  their  choral  numbers, 
We  shall  learn  their  happy  song. 

Jesus  calls  us  to  his  bosom, 
From  the  region  of  the  blest, 
Sorrow  there  can  never  enter, 
There  the  weary  are  at  rest." 


Here  our  kindred  ties  are  broken ; 

Here  our  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
In  tliat  land  of  sacred  pleasure", 
God  will  w  ipe  all  tears  away. 
Those  we  love  will  bid  us  welcome 
In  the  region  of  the  blest. 
Sorrow  tiiere  can  never  enter, 
There  the  weary  are  at  ]"est. ' 
ng  to  die." 
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Slotv  and  gentle. 


JESUS  OUR  SHEPHERD. 

Ths  Lord  is  mt  Shepherd,  I  shall  not  Want." 

 I 


1.  Je  -  sus 

2.  Je  •  sus 


is     our  Sliephercl,  -^-ip -ing  every  tear:   Folded    in   his  bo  -  som,  what  have  we  to  fear 
i3     our  Shepherd,  well  we  know  his  voice;  How  its  gentlest  whisper,  makes  our  liearts  rejoice  : 


On  -  ly  let  us 
E  -  ven  "when  it 


fol  -  low  whither  he  doth  lead,  To  the  thirsty  des  -  ert,  or  the  dew-y  mead, 
chid-eth,    tender   is   its  tone;  None  hut  he  shall  guide  us,  we  are  his   a  -  lone. 


m 


N  V 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd,  for  the  sheep  he  bled : 
Every  lamb  is  sprinkled  with  the  blood  he  shed, 
Then  on  each  he  setteth  his  own  secret  sign, 
They  that  have  v^y  Spirit,  these  (saith  he)  are  mine. 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd,  guided  by  his  arm, 
Though  the  trolves  may  raven,  none  can  do  us  harm, 
\Mien  we  tread  death's  valley,  dark  with  fearful  gloom, 
"We  will  fear  no  evil,  victors  o'er  the  tomb. 


COME  UNTO  ME. 


By  permission  of  Dr.  L.  MASOX, 


when  shadows  darkly  gath 


-«r    -v  V  -at  -ir 

1.  Come  un  -  to   me,  when  shadows  darkly  gath  -  er,  "VMien  the  sad  heart  in   wea  -  ry  and  dis  -  trest. 

2.  Ye  who  have  moum'd  when  the  spring  llowr's  were  taken.  When  the  ripe  fruit  fell  rich  -  ly   to  the  groimd 


COME  UNTO  ME.  Concluded. 
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Seek-ing   for  com  -  fort   from  your  heavenly  Father,    Come   an  -  to   me,  and     I   will  give   you  rest. 
When  the  loved  slept,  in  bright  -  er  homes  to  wa  -  ken,  Where  their  pale  brows  with  spirit  wreaths  are  crowaM. 
.«  at  tf—^*  ^   «  m  n — -  «  * 


3  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's  dwelling, 
Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never  dim  ; 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swelling, 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heavenly  hymn  ; 


^     >     >  ]^ 

4  There,  like  an  Eden  blossoming  in  gladness, 

Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too  rudely  pressed 
Come  unto  me.  all  3-e  who  droop  in  sadness, 
Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest ! 


OUR  ANGEL  SISTER 

In  the  greenwood  sweetly  sleeping, Where  the  willow  branches  wave 


8s  &  7s. 

2nd.  CODA. 

=tlT 


Xilent  g 


(irrave. 

rave.  There's  she's  resting  in  the  silent 


Tlierc  she  lies  and  knows  no  sorrow, 

In  that  silent  lonely  spot ; 
tVhile  around  her  grave  are  blooming 

Roses  and  For-get-me-not. 
Coda.    There's  she's  resting,  kc- 


There  the  Robin  sweetly  warbles  ; 

There  tlie  wild  Bee  gaily  hums  ; 
There  the  streamlet  gently  murmurs; 

There  the  water-lily  blooms. 
Coda.   There's  she's  resting,  &c. 


4 

When  our  sister  mingled  with  us 
Well  she  loved  the  Saviour's  name, 

Ere  she  reached  the  heavenly  por:,ils, 
Angel  guards  to  greet  her  came. 

Coda.   She  is  resting,  4c. 


Death  of  a  S.  S.  Scholar. 

1  Like  a  young  and  tender  blossom, 

Is  the  form  before  us  now, 
Death  has  laid  hia  icy  fingers 

On  the  pale  and  gentle  brow, 
Cold  and  silent  (he)  she  is  sleeping  now. 

2  But  her  soul  has  gone  before  us— 

Gone  to  join  the  bolj  tbroog, 


In  that  bright  and  sunny  region 

We  may  learn  her  happy  song, 
There  in  glory  learn  her  happy  sons. 

When  she  crossed  the  darksome  nver, 
Jesus  cheered  her  lonely  way  ; 

Upward  to  the  fields  of  Kdeu, 
In  the  fadeless  realms  of  day. 

We  shall  meet  her  iu  the  realms  of  dty. 


NOW  WE  LIFT  CUR  TUNEFUL  VOICES. 

FOR  S.  S.  CELEBRATION.              From    Oriola,"  bj  permission. 
'  ^     [   l-S^  FULL  CHORUS. 


1  \  ?.Sy\,     ^i^^      tunefid  voices.  In   anew  melodious  sod^-  : 


'VMiile  each  youtbfiU  heart  rejoices,  Omit. 
^  ^  ^  -m- 


To  behold  the  gath'ring  throng.  As  we  lift  our 


—  -~  -r-^  — T  —  — .■        '^1  •  -m-  -t^  • 


Te  who  join  our  celebration, 
^•eetest  melodies  employ ; 

Bow  with  u.s  in  adoration, 

Filled  with  holv  heavenly  joy. 
C'Ao.— As  we  lift,  &c.' 


Teachers  kind,  whose  care  xmceasing, 
All  must  honor  and  approve  ; 

Thauks  for  labor  still  unceasing. 
Heaven  reward  vour  works  of  love. 

'       C^io.— As  we  m,  &c. 


Thanks  to  God  for  every  blessing, 
"\Miich  his  bounteous  hand  bestows  \ 

All  on  earth  that's  worth  possessing. 
From  that  hand  incessant  tiou-s.° 
Cho. — As  we  lift,  &c. 


"VTords  bv  (Y.) 


WELCOME  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 


TVil.  B.  BR.IDBURY. 


o.  ^\^ens!o,vl3•,a<Ies.Le  si  •  lent  ere,  Beneath  the  glowtaj  „WUnd  traiiJja.Cgteof  Wenl^^^^^^^^^ 


i 


-       -J  —        •■^^    i^x\J  •<  LLI^     >>  cat  ,  XiilL 

5i     ^r-^  \  —  ^         I  __tLig_ 


WELCOME  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

CHORUS. 




Concluaed. 
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  ^  1^ 


aiv  cheer  -  ful  heart  shall  wake ;  My  strength  renewed  my  soul  re  -  freshed,  1  11  hlcss  a 
Has  reachedhis  noonday  height ;  From  earthly  scenes  Til  turn  a  -  way,  lo  bless  a 
With -in     my  bo-som  rest;     For  all  the    mer  -  cies  of   tlie    i^y,     1 11  bles;,  a 


Father's  care, 
Father's  care. 
Father's  care. 


And  hail  with  pure  and  ho  -  ly 

s    s    s  ^  ^ 

— ,  c — 1«. — ^-.tf-- — * — - — I — 


— i»»  <r 


prayer, 


welcome  hour  of  prayer. 


CHINA. 


iiiiiilpisiipiiie 


.'^WAN.  Arranged. 


-!-!-!-, 


1.  "Wliv  do  we  mourn  de 


parting  frifnd»,  Or  shake  at  death's  alarms?  'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 


To  call  them  to 
his  arms. 


C2  

Are  we  not  tendint;  upward  too, 

As  fust  a.s  time  ciui  move  t 
Nor  should  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow, 

Tu  keei)  us  IVom  our  love. 


Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There,  the  dear  flesh  of  Josus  lay, 
And  left  a  long  periume. 


Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound. 
And  bid  our  kindred  rise  ; 

Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground! 
Ye  saints  '  asceud  the  skies. 
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THE  REALMS  OF  THE  BLEST. 


*■     ^     >  s 

9  ' 

a       ^  m 

«  5 

-s 

~0 

1  We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest,  Of  that  country  so  briLrht  and  so  fair.   And      oft  are  its  al-^ries  oon- 

2  We  sneak  of  the  pathways  of  gold,  Of  its  •walls  deck'd  with  jewels  so  rare.  Of  its  wonders  and  piea:.iires  ua- 


fes*ed :  Bat  what  must  it  he  to  he  there,  To  be  there,  To  he  there,  But  what  mtist  it  he  to  he  there, 
told:    But  what  must  it  he,  Ace. 


3  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  sorrow,  temptation  and  care. — 
From  trials  without  and  within : 
But  what  must  it  be  to  he  there  ? 

4  We  speak  of  its  service  of  lore, 

Of  the  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 
Of  the  church  of  the  first-bom  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  he  there  ? 


 __  ^  iK  ^  iK  ^ 

5  0  Lord,  midst  our  glacksess  or  woe. 

Still  for  heaven  our  spirits  prepai-e ; 
And  shortly  we  also  shall  know 
And  feeL  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

6  Then  anthems  of  praise  we  will  sing, 

\Mien  safe  in  that  heavenly  rest ; 
To  Jesus,  our  Saviour  and  King. 
"Who  reigns  in  those  realms  of  the  blest. 


ROSSINI 


1  These  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  Trear  VThen  all  thv  saints  are  crcvrccd 


re  t;.e  ra.nis  :La:  we  i 


ill  bear  Oa  yonder 
[holy  ground. 


ROSSINI.   C.  M,  Concluded. 
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2  These  are  the  robes,  unsouett  and  white, 

Which  we  shall  then  put  on, 
When,  foremost  'mong  the  sons  of  light, 
We  sit  on  yonder  thi'one. 

3  That  is  the  city  of  the  saints. 

Where  we  so  soon  shall  stand. 
When  we  shall  strike  these  desert-tents 
And  quit  this  desert-land. 


4  Then  welcome  toil  and  care  and  pain  I 

And  welcome  sorrow  too  ! 
All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain, 
With  such  a  prize  in  view. 

5  Come,  crown,  and  throne ;  come,  robe  and  paian ; 

Burst  forth,  glad  strecttn  of  peace  ! 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamb  ! 
Else,  Sun  of  righteousness !  Bona. 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  CODXER. 


"EVEN  ME." 


4— l-r-I-^^-, 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


J— J— ^ 

-sa  


/Lord  I  hear  of  show'rs  of  blessintrs.Thon  art  scattering  full  aud  free  ;> 
\Show'rs  tlie  thirsty  land  refreshing,  Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me.  /Even  me,  Even  me.  Let  some  droppings  fill  oa  me. 


Pass  me  not,  O  God,  my  Father, 
Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be  ; 

Thou  might'st  leave  me.  but  the  rather. 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me, — 
Even  me. 


3  Pass  me  not,  0  gi'acious  Saviour, 

Let  me  live  and  cling  to  thee ; 
Fain  I'm  longing  for  thy  favor; 
Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  call  for  : 
Even  mft 

4  Pass  me  not,  0  mighty  Spint, 

'Ihou  canst  make  the  ItUnd  to  8 


Witnesses  of  Jesus'  rterit, 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me— 
Even  me. 

5  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless  ; 

lUoo'l  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free  ; 
Grace  of  God,  so  rich  and  boundless, 
iMaguifv  it  all  in  me, — 
liven  me. 

6  Pass  me  not,  thy  lost  one  onngmg ; 

liiud  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  thee; 
Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing 
Blessinjj  others,  oh,  bless  me, — 
iiven  me. 
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RE-UNION. 


I  SHALL  GO  TO  HIM."  David 


1.  Meet     again!  yes,  we  shall  meet  again,  Tho' now  we  part   in  pain!  His  peo  -  pie    all  To- 

2.  Soon  tliedaya  of  absence  shall  be  o'er,  And  thou  shah  weep  no  more;  Ourmeet-ing  dav  Shall 


geth-er  ChristshaU  call,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jali,  Hal  -  le  -  Injah.  praise  the  Lord, 
wipe  all  tears  a  -  way,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -lo  -  lujah.  praise  the  Lord. 


Now  I  go  with  gladness  to  our  home, 
AVith  gladness  thou  slialt  come  ; 
There  I  will  wait 
To  meet  thee  at  Heaven's  gate. 
Hallelujah! 

4. 

Dearest!  what  delight  again  to  share 
Our  sweet  communion  there! 
To  walk  among 
The  holy  ransomed  throng. 
HaUelujah ! 


Xot  to  mortal  sight  can  be  given 
To  know  the  bliss  of  Heaven; 
But  thou  shalt  be 
Soon  there,  and  sing  with  me 
Hallelujah ! 

6. 

Me€t  again!  yes,  we  shall  meet  again, 
Though  now  we  part  in  pain! 
Together  all 

His  people  Christ  shall  call. 
Hallelujah' 


YOU  MUST  BE  A  LCVER  OF  THE  LORD, 


2n 


^  n  

,  /  IJe-turn,  O  vrand'rer,  to  thj  home.  Thy  Father  calls  for  thee;  \  /  Forvotimiistbe  a  lov-er  of  the 
■  \  2s 0  long' -  er  hcf  an  ex  -  ile  roam,  In 'gull:  and  mis  -  er  -  j.     /  \  Forvouuijsilte  a  Iot-ct  of  the 

I 


^  s    '  ^ 

s — s — s — ' 

=3! 

For  voa  must  he  a  lov  -  er  of  the  Lord. 
Or  vou  cau  t  jro   to  heaven  when  vou.  die. 


■2  Eetum.  0  wand'rer,  to  thy  home, 
Tis  Jesus  calls  for  thee': 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  sav  come  ; 
Oh !  now  for  refuge  flee. ' 

Cho. — For  you  must.  Sec 
3  Eetiim,  O  wand'rer,  to  thy  home, 
"TLs  madness  to  delay; 
There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb, 
Aiid  briet  is  mercy's  day. 

Cho. — For'you  must.  ic. 


LEARNING  OF  JESUS. 


Words  by  ifiss  H.  MEEKER. 


Haste  we  now  with  eager  feet,  Teachers,  scholars  gladly  greet,  On  this  Sabbath  mom  we  meet  That  we  may  learn 

of  Jesus. 


2  Help  us,  Lord,  throughout  this  day,  ;  3  Lord  our  hearts  are  fidl  of  sin,           [  4  As  we  le-am  thy  righteous  will, 

\VLile  we  sing  and  while  we  pray,'  1    Let  thy  Spiiit  enter  iu,                    i    Help  us,  Ho:y  Fadier.  still. 

Lot  tiiy  Spirit  with  us  stay,  Make  them  pure,  ail  white  and  clean,      Each  coinniiii-dmeu;  to  fuliill, 

WTiile  here  we  learn  of  Jes  Ji  And  lull  of  love  to  Jesus.              |      And  give  iLe  pntise  to  Jwqa. 
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BEAUTIFUL  2I0N. 

TIL.  B.  ERAPEURr.    Fr:n:  the  •'  Daj  Spring."  Bv  permission. 


Tie 

1.    Beautiful   Zi  -  on  built  a  -  bove,  Beautiful    ci  -  tv   that  I   love,     Beautiful  gates  of  pear- 17  wliite, 
s  s  s 


• — • — —  


Beautiful  temple — God  its  light;  He-whowaislainoii  Cal-ra  -  rv.  Opens  those  r'eariv  gut  es  to  ine. 
,    M    a    a'   a'   m  .  gi^^     a    a    m    9'  »    '    o     "  \  * 


Beautiful  heaven,  where  all  is  hght,  ;  Beautiful  cro-vvus  on  every  hrc^v       '  Eeaut 

Beautiful  angeis.  clothed  in  -vrhite,  j  Beautiful  palms  the  couqerors  show,  Beau; 

Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire.  '  Beauriful  robes  the  ransomed  wear,  Beau: 

Beautiful  harps  thro"  ali  the  choir:  1  Beautiful  all  who  enter  there  ; 

Hiere  shall  I  join  the  chorus  sweet,  Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet. 

Worshiping  at  the  Saviour"s  feet  '  Tnere  shall  mv  res:  be  iui^g  and  sweet. 

THE  PROMISED  LAND. 


4. 

lul  throne  of  Christ  our  King, 
lui  songs  the  angels  sing, 
ful  rest,  an  wanderings  cease, 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace  ; 
There  shall  my  eyes  the  Saviour  see. 
Haste  to  this  heaveruv  home  with  m3 


Wif.  E.  ERADBURY 


1.  I  havea  Fati^erinthepromiieJland.  I  h?.ve  a  Father  i::  tLe  promised  land.  ;My  Father  calls  me,  I  mttst  go. 
ii.  I  have  a. Sa^dotlr  in  the  promised  land,  I  have  a  Saviour  in  the  promised  land,  When  Jestis  calls  me.  I  nust  go, 
^  -jm.  _^r"^         ^  I      S  - 


THE  PROMISED  LAND.  Concluded, 
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K    S    >  ^ 

'  1 .       J-  -J^- 

-S>—  — 

— •    o    «  *■  ^5 

-m     M    *    »  •  -0 

1       ^    ^  \ 

t 

— g 

« — — •-r^ 

To  meet  liiin  iii  the  promised  land 
■m-  -9-  I 


My  Father  calls  me,  I  must  go,  To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. 


3  i|:  I  have  a  crown  in  the  promised  land, 
When  J esus  calls  me  I  most  go 

To  wear  it  in  the  promised  land. 
I'll  awaj,  1  11  awav,  dec. 

4  Ij:  I  hope  to  meet  joii  in  the  promised  laaid, 
At  Jesus'  feet  a  joyous  band; 

"We'll  praise  him  'm\  the  promised  land. 
I'll  away,  I'll  away,  &c. 

THE  SABBATH  SCHOLAR'S  REQUEST.  * 

J-n-  1  U,-4  \  '  ,  !  \  


«3 


J  /  Look  on  ns  kindly,  friends,  ilet  here  to-day,  \ 
V  Here  from  all  worldly  joys  Turn  we  a  -  way,  /   'We  ask  not  wealth  or  fame,  This  boon  M'e  pray,  Teach  us  the  Savioar'a 


/  Six  days  of  to-l  and  work  Our  portion  are  ;  \ 

'  VOfien  our  hearts  must  know  Something  of  care:/But  from  our  sorrows  we  all  turn  a  -  way.  To  learn  the  Saviour's  love 


[loTe 


.Each  Sabhatl 
"Each  Sabbat; 
'  III 

iday,Teachus 
1  day,  To  learn 

he  Saviour's  love.  Each  &  c 
the  Saviour'slofe,  Each  dec 

^^^^ 

ff  «  e 

Follies  beset  our  path 

Dangers  surround 
Often  our  feet  must  tread 

Enchanted  ground, 
But  from  all  vanity 

Turn  we  away, 
To  learn  the  Savior's  love 

Each  Sabbath  day 


Look  on  us  kindly,  friends  ; 

Watch  us  with  "care ; 
Aid  us  with  counsels  good 

Help  us  by  prayer. 
Guide  back  our  wandering  feet, 

Whene'er  we  stray ; 
Teach  us  the  Saviour  s  Jove 

Each  Sabb^  day. 
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Tr:-^:s  "rv  K.  C. 


THE  INVITATION. 

ArrAz^cd  frorn  a  melodv  of  the  CcxT^ABA^vg,* 


1.  ••L=:  iittle  cliiliirea  come  to  me"  ihe  L  ri  tie  Saviour  said.  Forbid  them  not,  for  such  shall  be.  The  saints  in  glory  m-ule. 


J-y-fi:  are  ::.e  w  r  "s -e '-.eir.  5  ^v;  - -jr  to  thy  arn:s 've  corne  Give  as  r.  r.'sr  thy  hiess'r.  .iea--.  Hear'r:  is  our  hotne. 
Eal  -  le  -  iu  -  jiih.  Tve  '.v;..       -  ?r  .  sr  f  r-ev  -  er  to  ti  e  Lord.  Faci.er.  Saviour,  rriorious  Kir     Praise.  Tiraise  the  Lord. 


Why  shou'i  we  wait  f;.r  life  to  fade 

And  ear:hlT  j:.ys  grow  dim? 
When  they  the  happiest  are  made, 

Who  early  go  to  him. 
Bles5*d  are  the  words  we  hear, 

Savioar  ta  thy  arras  we  come. 
Keep  our  souls  from  dcub:  and  fear. 

Heaven  ia  our  home.   Haheluiih.  kc. 


3  0  :  let  us  not  a  moment  w:\it. 

But  haste  to  meet  cur  frien  I  : 
The  way  is  narrow — straight  the  gate, 

Bci  blissful  is  the  en  i. 
Precious  are  the  words  we  hear. 

Saviour,  to  thy  arms  we  come. 
Loving  thee  with  hear:s  si-cere. 

HcavcQ  is  our  home.    Hai.elujah,  5tc. 


SILVER  STREET. 

\   ^»  !  fi  "--^^ 

s 

r 

/I.  I. 

SMITH 

1.  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad.  And  hymns  of  glory  sing.  Jehovah  is  the  so  v' reign  God,    The  u  -  ni-rer  -  sal  King. 

2.  Come— worship  at  his  throne.  Come-^bow  before  the  Lord  ;  We  are  his  work,  ana  not  our  owh.  He  forrnM  as  by  his  word. 

3.  To-day  attend  his  Toice.  Xor  dare  provoke  hii  rod;  Come — like  the  people  of  his  choice.  And  own  your  gracious  God. 


THE  ANGELS  IN  THE  AIR. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRT. 
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1.  When  Lifes  la- bor  song  is  sung,  And  the    e  -  bon  arch  is  sprung.  O'er  the  shaded  couch  of  death  so  still, 

2.  Dark    the  shadows  in   the  vale.  Fierce  the  howling  of  the  gale,  But  the  shining  ones  are  near  our  door: 

3.  Flood  the  heart  with  parting  tears,  Frost  the  head  with  passing  years.  Mir.irle  want  and  woe  to-ge:h  -  er  here- 


Then  the  Lord  will  light  the  scene  With  the   angels"  star- rv  sheen.  As  they  welcome  us    to  Zi  -  ons  hill. 
"With  our  robes  as  bright  as  they.  We  will  tread  the  starry'  way.  With  the  shadow  ajid  the  storm  no  more, 
But    the  Lord  will  lift    tbecloud  That  enwrans  the  shiuinsz  crowd.  And  we'll  never  kiiow  a  sor- row  there. 


■We'll  mctt  each  oti  er  H  ere  Yes  I  we'll  meet  each  other  there,  With  the  an  -  gels  in  ti.e  air.  Yes,  we'll  meet  each  other 


S     ^    s  ^ 


ith  the  .in:;els  in    the  air. 


there  ;  We'll  meet  each  other.  t!iere  Yes  I  we'll  meet  each  other  there,  With  the  ani,-els 
—  '  —  ~'  —  — *  ~  «»   2?:*       ft.'  "ft. 
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316  "WHAT  SHALL  I  DO  TO  BE  SAVED?" 

t-J  1  ^  ,  ^  .  rJ  1- 


^■^  1.  6  !  what  shall  I  do  to  be  saved  From  the  sorrows  that  burden  mj  soul  ?  Like  the  waves  in  the  storm  When  the  winds  are  at 
I,  0  !  what  shall  I  do  to  be  saved,  AThen  the  pleasures  ofyoutU  are  all  fled  ?  And  the  friends  I  have  loved,  From  the  earth  are  re- 


-\  1- 


-I — ' — Ftz — 1 — I — [-»— *»— W 


war,  Chilling  floods  of  distress  o'er  me  roll.  Whathhalll  do  ?  what  shall  I 
moved  And  I  weep  o'er  the  graves  of  the  dead.  "What  shall  I  do  ?  what  shall  I 
-   -------- 


 !  MS — ^  


1 — I — r 


1=: 


t— r-r 


do? 
do? 


O  !  what  shall  I 
0  !  what  shall  I 


do  to  be  saved  ? 
do  to  be  saved  ? 


t— T-t- 


3  O  !  what  shall  I  do  to  be  saved, 
"When  sickness  my  strength  shall  subdue  ? 

Or  the  world  in  a  day  , 

Like  a  cloud  roll  away, 
And  eternity  opens  to  view  ? 

What  shall  I  do?  what  shall  I  do ? 

O  !  what  shall  I  do  to  be  saved  ? 


4  0 !  Lord  look  in  mercy  on  me, 
Come,  O  come  and  speak  peace  to  my  soul: 
Unto  whom  shall  I  flee, 
Dearest  Lord,  but  to  thee. 
Thou  canst  make  my  poor  broken  heart  whole 
That  will  I  do  !  that  will  I  do ! 
To  Jesus  I'll  go  and  be  saved. 


HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME. 


Wir.  B,  BRADBURY. 


r 

,  /I'm  but  a  stranger  here  :  Heav'n  is  my  home  ;\  /Datigers  and  sorrows  stand\ 
\Eurth  is  a  desert  drear  :  Heav'n  is  my  home  ;/\Kouud  me  on  every  hand,  /Heav'n  is  my  Fatherland,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 


^  f,—  p  ,  ,  (-  ^  I      a— 3.-^  '   ^ 


js-       -r  -ft-  fi. 


-••  -f^- 


HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME.  Concluded. 


i  What  though  the  tempests  rage, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimagre  : 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
And  time's  wild,  wintry  bkist 
Soon  will  be  over  past. 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


3  Therefore  I  murmur  ncjt : 
Heaven  is  my  home, 
Whate'er  my  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand 
Heaven  is  my  F  ither-laod — 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

WE  MUST  LIVE  FOR  GOD. 


4  There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
I  shall  be  glorified. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest,  , 
Tiiose  I  loved  most  and  beat, 
There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest, 

Heaven  i?  my  home. 

WM.  E.  BRADBURY, 


-_ 1  1    -1  > 

s 

S— S— S— S-:S 

Eli 

J  AVe  must  live  for  God.  "tis  a    solemn  call,  "We  were  lost  tillraer-cy  fomid  us,  \ 
'V  In  our  glorious  tieldthere"s  a  place  for  all,  We  must  work  lor  those  around  us,/ We  can  bring  a  soul  to  the 
D  /We  can  lead  perhaps  to  the  liviugstreara,  Whe  u  the  heart  is  worn  and  weary  ,\ 

""V  Or  a  word  may  fall  like  u  :>aulightbeam,  In  a  home  that  is  cold  and  dreary,/ We  can  seek  the  lost  that  have 


!      ;         -1  : 

r* — 
-«> — 

0 — 

•—-5=1 

>  

:*  !? 

L|  ,  ,  8^g^-J 

 » — *J 

-4  1  1  .  ^_:_^„_^_^.J  1  1  ^_^_|  1-^  ,V-^r^- 


house  of  prayer.  Where  the  grateful  hymn  is  stealing.  It 
wandered  far,  From  the  only  source  of  pleasure— By  the 


will  tou 
radiant 


chord  that  was  buried  there.  It  will  wake  a  tender  feeling, 
tof  our  Folar  star.  We  can  point  to  our  heav'nly  treasare. 


i 


3  In  the  Sunday  school  we  can  train  our  youth, 

And  our  tender  care  bestowing, 
They  will  learn  to  walk  in  the  way  ot  tnith, 

"Where  the  spring  of  joy  is  flowing, 
We  can  tell  of  hope  from  the  sacred  page. 

To  the  erring  heart  returning, 
We  can  guide  the  steps  of  dt  clinhig  age, 

Where  the  lamp  of  life  is  buruing. 


^-1-^ — a—tm- 


^  N  !  1 


We  can  cheer  the  faint,  and  the  weak  sustain. 

We  can  pray  with  the  sick  and  dying. 
We  can  tell  of  peace  through  a  Saviour  s  nn.m<» 

To  a  soul  for  comfort  sighing, 
AVe  must  live  for  vjrod,  'tis  a  solemn  call. 

We  were  lost  till  mercy  found  U3, 
In  our  glorious  field,  there's  a  place  '.or  all. 

We  must  work  for  those  around  us. 
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THE  ANGELS  THERE  WILL  TEACH  US. 

There  angels  i>o  always  behold  the  face  of  my  Father," 


-J  ^  ^-r-|  g  iP  5— T^' 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


To 
We 


the  heavenly  land ;  to 
are  on    our  way ;  vre 


the  heavenly  land,  Where  the  saints  and  the  seraphs 
are  on     our  V7ay,  A       u  -  ui  -  ted  and  hap  -  py 


stand ; 
hand, 


For  the 


2  (  Tho'  we  oft  -  en    tire ;  tho'  we  oft  -  en  tire,  Where  the  pathway    is  steep  and  straight,\ 

\  We  will  still  press  on :  we    will  still  press  on,  Till    we  pass  through  the  Golden  Gate :  /  For  the 


l^^^PPy?  tappy  throng  In    the  heav'nly  land,  in  the  heav'nly  land,Where  the  saints  and  the  seraphs  stand. 


3  But  we  need  not  fear :  but  we  need  not  fear. 
For  we've  Jesus  to  he  our  guide : 
And  with  him  so  near :  aye  with  him  so  near 

Naught  of  evil  can  e'er  betide, 
Cho. — For  the  angels  tliere  shall  teach  us,  &c. 


4  Will  you  go  with  us !  will  you  go  with  us  • 
Come  and  share  this  bright  home  :J>ove, 
Where  the  endless  day,  where  the  endless  day, 

Is  illumed  by  onr  Father's  love, 
Cho. — For  the  angels  there  shall  teach  us.  &o. 
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Words  by  FAXN'Y  CROSBY.  Aee.  faoii  Spisitcal  S:.v3s. 

_\  ^  ^S.  „  .  =^  iS  S  N 


^     ^    .        ^     ^  ^ 

D.  S.  Precious  Saviour,  I  have  found  thee, 

D.S. 


I    can  see    thy  glo  -  ry  shine.  Wliat  a  change  from  a-ief  to  giailnes5,  Lcs:  in  won-der  I 


Thoa  art  mine    I   ask  no  more. 

2  Earthly  pleasures  fading  round  me, 

Like  the  axituran  leaf  may  fall; 
Jesus  thou  wilt  give  me  coaifon, 
Thou  art  dearer  far  than  ail. — Cho. 

3  I  will  praise  thee,  I  will  bless  thee, 

This  my  happy  song  shall  be  ; 
TMien  I  reach  the  port  of  glory, 
Jesus  thou  hast  died  for  me" 
Cho.—f«r  2d  verse.  Saved  by  grace,  thy  child  forever, 
Lost  La  Wonder,  love  and  praise  ; 
Precious  Saviour  I  have  found  thee, 
Thou  art  mine,  I  ask  no  more. 

For  Mis-^ior'ary  concerts. 
1  In  thy  temple  Lord  we  gather, 
In  thine  own  appointed  way ; 


For  thy  glorious  cause,  and  kingdom, 
At  thy  sacred  feet  to  pray. 

Cho.   Star  of  Jacob,  King  of  Judah, 
Hallelujah  to  thy  name  ; 
May  thy  love  in  every  bosom, 
Kindle  to  a  living  flame. 

2  Bless  thy  servants  gone  to  labor 

With  "thy  standard  in  their  hands  ; 
Guide  them  o'er  the  snow-clad  mountain. 
On  the  deserts  burning  sand.  CAo. 

3  May  thy  word  in  might  prevailing. 

Far  and  wide  its  power  extend  , 
And  the  world  its  truth  confessing. 
To  thy  gentle  sceptre  bend.  Cho. 


2-20  ^ords  by  Mrs.  C.G.  GOOD  WIX.  SABBATH  MORNING  BELLS. 

2d.  Fi>i;.i 

1      I  J  :  :  .  !  :  __ 

a: 


1 

1 

.St.  , 

s- 

■ — g 

(  ,l?t.  |-2i^.o. 


*''/Po  -  ly  Sabbath,  happy  morning.  Joyfuily  the  bells  we  hear.N  /Sweetly  soun  linr  t'.ro'  each  street.  And\ 

j    \Sweetly  call  -  ing,  Kentfy  calling  Us  to  praise  [Omit   /and  prayer. \      floatirig  on  '  the  qui  -  ec  [Quit  jair, 

p.C.  Comes  the  dear  fa  -  miliar  greeting.  Calling  us  [OiiiT   to  prayer. 


2  Holy  Sabbath,  glad  young  voices. 
Welcome  you  with  joyous  song, 

"While  the  aged  heart  rejoices 
With  the  youthful  throng. 

May  the  light  of  this  blest  morning 
Every  youthful  heart  illume. 


*  Instrument,  in  imitatim     the  bells. 

Wirh  a  cheerful  saxjred  presence 
That  shall  banish  gloom. 

3  Basking  in  the  holy  radiance 
Of  this  blessed  Sabbath  morn, 


SABBATH  EVENING  BELLS. 


May  the  blessed  angels  keep  us. 

Till  auotlier  dawn. 
And  when  earth's  best. purest  lore- 

Fadeth  from  our  sight  away, 
ilay  »Jur  risen  Saviour  take  us 

To  his  endless  day. 

R.  .S.  T.— arranged. 


light 


'    1  /  The  shadows  of  night  are  creeping  fa^t  A- cross  the  hill  and  deil,  \ 

I       \  And  soft-ly  the  zephyr's  waft  the  tones,  [Oiiix  )  Of  the  Sahhath  evening  hell- 


m                            m    m     m         \     \  ^  ^ 

Oh,  Sabbath  evening  bells  I  Oh,  Sabbath  evening  l  «ells  I  ^'^^la^  words  of  love. and  iov  and  rest  Thv  quiet  music 


tells. 


3i 


2  As  silently  sicks  the  wearied  sun, 
Far  down  t.-iC  western  steep. 
So  peacefully  at  the  eve  of  life, 
May  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep.  Cho. 


3  And  may  the  sweet  hope  be  granted  then, 
Each  doubt  and  fear  t'allay, 
That  soon  will  ^he  g!  era  of  night  be  lost 
In  the  dawn  of  endleoi  da^-.  Cha. 


Words  by  (C) 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE. 
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  _N  N          _|  J 

~  \  ~1 

—m — m 

I  ,         Pilgrims  to    Zi  -  on,  your  courage  re  -  new,  Tour  Captain's  be -fore  you,  Lis  standard's  in  view;  \ 


Then  wby  do  you  fait  -  er.  He  bids  you  be  strong  And  help  one  an  -  oth  -  er   to  joamey  a  -  long; 


The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide,"    "The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide,"   "The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide." 


2  The  world  may  disown  you,  and  friends  may  forsake, 
The  night  may  be  cheerless,  but  nioniing  wiU  break, 
When  burdened  with  sorrow  and  longing  for  rest, 
Temptations  may  follow,  "  'Tis  all  for  the  best;  ' 
His  arm  is  around  you,  your  Shepherd  and  guide, 
Bemember  the  promise,  "  The  Lord  will  provide." 


3  Behold  in  the  valley  the  lillies  so  fiiir, 
'Tis  not  from  their  labor,  the  beauty  they  wear; 
If  clothed  by  your  Father  the  grass"  that'must  die. 
The  waut3  of  his  children  his  hand  will  supply  , 
Then  trust  him  forever,  your  refuge  and  guide, 
Remember  tke  promise,'"  The  Lord  will  piovilie." 
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THE  LIFE-BOAT, 


^pirilea-^in  march  mcvemfit.  ^ 

r-i— s"^—  ^^f=  N  ^  *  ^ 

 ^ 

-w  »-r-g — — »  '  s — S-^ — * — ^ — g-^iS 

— * — 

1.  The  life-boat  I  the  life-boat  .'how  bravely  she  rides  The  darkened  and  stonav,    and  treacher  -  ous  main.  The 

2.  The  Bi  -  ble !  the  Bi -ble  I  o'er  life's  stormv  wave.  Is  the  life-boat  to  res  -  cue    all  tern -pest  toss'd  souls,  It 

^l=S=c*=Srfr:«--i=£tSzc§=S±A-f  ------     -•  -   -  -   -  ■  s 


wild  moaning  tempest,  the  fierce  roUingtide.  Unite  their  dark  powers  to  o'erwhelm  her  in  vain  T] 


ev  -  er   is  re-adv  from  danger  to  save 


'Tiisafe  on  the  ocean,  tho'  fiercely  it  roHs,  The  Bi  -  ble 


ni:or  sees 
Itue  Bi- 


her.  and 

L'lel  it 


hope  fills  his  breast,  The  lamp  from  her  bow  gleams  bright  o'er  the  sea.  It  shines  as  a  star  on  the  billows  fierce  bre; 
shine-s  ever  bright,  Like  a  heavenly  star  on  the  water's  dark  brea*t.  It  sheds  in  man's  pathway  a  glo  -  ri-ous  lig 


ist.And 
ht.  And 


1 


7*  ^  — ; — 

mounts  o'er  the  wa  -  lers  so  no  -  bly  and  free,  And  mounts  o'er  the  wa  -  ters  so  no  -  bly  and  free, 
points  out    his  course  to    the  ha  -  veil    of  sest,  And  points  out  his  course  to    the  ha  -  vea    of  rest. 


-J— »      '  -  -  9>  :        ■     I  ' — r*   <— 


JESUS  OUR  KING. 


JII-SIONARY. 

\~,  l-r,  1 
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-9' 

1  Go   sound  it     a  -  broad,  the   tid  -  iiigs  proclaim,     Sal  -  va  -  tion  to  all,  through  Him  that  was  slain 

2  The  Isles   of    the  deep  shall  lift  up    their  voice,  And  na  -  tions  a  -  far    shall  hear  and  re  -  joice 


He  lives  to  re  -  deem  us,  Oe  -  sus  our 
The  harp  that  was  broken— sweet  -  ly  shall 


King!  To  mansions  of 
ring,   And  Ju  -  dah  re  • 


glo  -  ry  the  ransomed  will  bring, 
turn  to    her  Saviour  and  King. 


3  Go,  heralds,  away !  your  mission  fulfil 
The  Gospel  declare,  we'll  pray  for  you  still — 
Be  steadfast,  be  watchful,  stand  by  the  right, 
And  God  will  sustain  you  with  wisdom  and  mig^t. 
Cho.— Go  sound  it  abroad,  &c. 


4  Go,  heralds,  away !  the  harvest  is  near, 
The  reapers  will  come,  the  Master  appear ; 
Be  patient  in  labor,  fervent  in  love. 
And  God  wiU  reward  you  in  glory  above. 
Cho  — Go  sound  it  abroad,  Jfcc. 
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sr.  THOMAS. 


^  — '  -      -  i  •  ,        ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

1.  ilv  soul  repeat  his  praise. "VThose  mercies  are  so  great;Trhose  anger  is  so 

2.  High  as  the  heav'ns  are  rais'd  Above  the  ground  we  tread,  So  far  the  riches 


slow  to  rise.  So  read  -  7  to  a  -  b.ite. 
of  his  grace.  Our  highest  tho'ts  ex  -  ceed, 

_ 


3  His  power  subdues  oar  sins, 

And  liis  forgiving  love, 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  The  pity  of  the  Lord. 

To  those  who  fear  his  name. 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 
Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 

Or  like  the  morning  flower  ; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  Seld, 

It  withers  in  an  hour. 


I  The  Charming  Place. 

1.  How  charming  is  the  place, 
Where  my  Kedeemer,  God, 
Unvails  the  beauties  of  his  face, 
And  sheds  his  love  abroad ! 
Q  Here  on  the  mercy  seat, 

"With  radiant  glory  crowned, 
Our  joyful  eyes  behold  him  sit, 
And'smUe'  on  all  around. 
3  Give  me,  O  Lord,  a  place 
Within  thy  blest  abode. 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace, 
The  servants  of  my  God. 

BRADEN.  S.  M. 


^^Je.ni-s  Wept." 

1  Did  Jesus  weep  for  me  ? 

And  sigh  o'er  sinners  here  ? 
My  soul  that  weeping  Saviour  set, 
And  shed  thyself  a  tear. 

2  Did  Jesus  pray  for  me  ? 

For  such  a  wand'rer  care  ? 
My  heart  subdued  and  broken  be, 
And  drawn  to  him  in  prayer. 

3  Did  Jesus  die  for  me  ? 

Oh,  depth  of  love  divine  ! 
I  die  to  sin — I'U  Uve  to  thee ; 
0,  Saviour,  make  me  thine  ! 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


'  1.  Thp  day  is  paat  and  gone  ;  The  evening  shades  appear  ;  0  may  we  all  remember  well  The  night  of  death  draws  i>ear. 
I  2.  We  lay  our  garments  by.  Upon  our  be Js  to  rest ;  So  death  shall  soon  disrobe  ns  all  Of  what  we  here  posiessei. ' 
3.  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night,  Secure  from  all  our  fears  ;  Many  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep,  Till  morning  light  appears 


Superiority  of  the  Scriptures. 
0  Lord,  thy  perfect  word 

Directs  our  steps  aright, 
Nor  can  all  other  i)ooks  afford 
Sueb  profit  aoA  dtsii^ku 


2  Celestial  beams  it  sheds 
To  cheer  this  va!e  below  : 
To  distant  lands  its  glory  spreads, 
And  streams  of  mercy  fl  jw. 


3  True  wisdom  it  imparts. 

Commands  our  hope  ar>d  fear  : 
Oh,  mar  we  hide  it  in  our  heartSt 
And  foel  itA  icflaeoce  laero. 


DENNIS.  S.M. 


It-T- 


Arranger!  from  X AGE  LI, 
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I       1.  My  son!  know  thou  the  Lord,  Thy  father's  God  obey,  Seek  his  protecting  care  by  night.  His  guardian  hand  by  day. 
2.  Call  wiiile  he  maybe  found.  And  seek  him  while  he's  near;  Serve  him  with  all  thy  heart  and  mind.  And  worship  liini  in  fear. 
I      3.  If  thou  wilt  seek  his  face,  His  ear  hear  will  thy  cry  ;  Then  shalt  thou  find  his  mercy  sure,  His  grace  for  -  ever  niKli.  * 


Closing  Hymn. 

1  Once  more  before  we  part, 

Oh,  bless  the  Saviour's  name ; 
Let  every  tongue  and  every  heart 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

2  Lord,  in  thy  grace  Tve  came, 

That  blessing  still  impart ; 
We  meet  in  Jesus'  sacred  name. 
In  Jesus'  name  we  part. 

3  Thus  nutured  by  thy  word, 

j\Iay  each  in  wisdom  grow, 
And  still  go  on  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practice  what  we  know. 


\ — r 


Blessings  sought  in  Prayer. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace  ! 

The  promise  calls  me  near; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  Thine  hnage.  Lord  bestow, 

Thy  presence  and  thy  love ; 
I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  al)ove. 

3  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith ; 

Conform  my  will  to  thine, 
Let  me  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 


Prayer  for  the  Intemperate.    S.  M. 
1  Litemperance  walks  abroad, 
His  victims  day  by  day. 
Are  wastinjr  in  the  paths  of  sin 


Their  precious  life  away. 
Dear  Jesus !  thou  hast  died, 

Thy  gracioiis  arm  can  save;. 
0  bring  the  wanderers  to  thy  jpokl,^ 
And  snatch  them  from  the  grave.-. 
Convicted  of  their  guUt ; 

O  may  they  seek  thy  face. 
And  never  rest  till  they  hava  found 
The  comfort  of  thy  grace. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.  Cliant. 


GREGCPJAN. 


Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  |  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name. 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done  on  |  earth,  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven , 
Give  us  this  |  day  our  ]  daily  |  bread. 
And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  |  them  that  |  tres-pass  a-  |  gainst  lU; 
And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  de-  |  liver  |  us  from  |  evil : 
For  tlune  is  the  kingdom,  the  power  and  the  glory,  for-  |  ever.   A-  | 
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GIVE  THANKS.— Cliant.  Antiplional. 


SOLO,  OR  SEMI-CHORUS.* 


Ist  RESPONSE.  CHORUS. 


Wii.  B.  BRiDBUBY. 


1  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good :         for  nia   mer  -  cy   en  -  dur  -  eth  for    ev  -  er. 


SOLO,  OR  SEMI-CHORUS.*      2nd  RESPONSE.  CHORUS. 


2  O  give  thanks  unto  the  God  of  gods ;  For  his    mer  -  cy   en  -  dur  -  eth  for    ev  -  er. 


A  -  men. 


3  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord  of  lords ;  Cho.  For  his  mercy  endurein  forever 

4  To  him  who  alone  doeth  great  wonders;  Cno.  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever 

5  To  him  that  hy  wisdom  made  the  heavens ;  Cho.  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

6  To  him  that  stretched  out  the  earth  above  the  waters :  Cho  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

7  To  him  that  made  great  lights  ;  Cho.  For  his  mercy  endareth  forever. 

8  The  sun  to  rule  by  day ;  the  moon  and  stars  to  rule  by  night  Cno.  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

9  Who  remembered  us  in  our  low  estate  ;  Cho.  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

10  And  hath  remembered  us  from  our  enemies ;  Cho.  i'or  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

11  Who  giveth  food  to  all  flesh  ;  Cho.  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

12  O  give  thanks  unto  the  God  of  heaven ;  Cho  For  his  mercy  endureth  forever. 

Amen. 

•  By  teiieher  or  teacbers.— The  reaponsea  by  the  scholais. 


THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. -Chant  Antiphonal.  227 

2d  Division,  or  Scbolass, 


1   1  1  1  j 

J             i  ^ 

  25  ^ 

A    -  men. 

PSALM  XXIII. 
The  Lord  is  my  shepherd ;  1 1  shall  not  |  want. 

He  maketh  me  to  lie  do^^-n  in  green  pastures :  He  leadeth  me  be- 1  side  the  1  still —  [  waters. 
He  re- 1  storeth  my  soul. 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  |  for  his  |  name's —  |  sake. 

Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  I  will  |  fear  no  |  evil; 

For  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy  |  staff  they  |  com  -  fort  |  me. 

Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  1  presence.. of  mine  |  enemies, 

Thou  anointest  my  head  with  i  oil,  my  |  cup.. runneth  |  over. 

Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  |  days  uf..  my]  life; 

And  1  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  |  Lord  for- 1  ever.  '  A- 1  men. 


COME  UNTO  ME.  Cbant. 


Wif.  B.  BRADBrRY. 


1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around. 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  |  stormy  |  sea : 
Tet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  |  whisper,  |  Come  to  me. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest — 

It  tells  me  where  my  |  soul  may  [  flee ; 
Oh!  to  the  weary,  faiut,  opprest, 
How  sweet  the ;  bidding,  |  Come  to  |  me. 

3  When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part 

From  all  I  love,  ea- 1 joy,  and  |  see. 


Wlien  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart, 
A  sweet  wice  |  utters,  |  Come  to  |  me, 

4  Come,  for  all  else  must  fall  and  die, 

Earth  is  no  resting  |  place  for  |  thee  ; 
Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 
I  am  thy  |  portion, !  Come  to  ,  me. 

5  O  voice  of  mercy '.  vgice  of  love ! 

In  conflict,  grief,  and  \  ago- 1  ny, 
Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above  f 
Afld  gently  i  whisper. ;  Come  to !  ma 


WE  ARE  PILGRIMS.  7s. 


1st. 


* 

1  Fru  CHOBua. 


the  earth,  Journeying  onTvard  from  our  hu'thA 

/still  to  death.  Tcs,  we  are 


/  We  are    pilgrims  ou 

\  Eve  -  ry   hour  and   eve  -  ry  breath  Brings  us   near  -  er 


cy  /  But    be  -  yond  this  vale    of  tears,  Lies  the   land  that  knows  no  fears 
"  V Where  our  steps  no  more  may  roam,  Pil  -  grims,  we  are 
JS  ^^— ^ — — I 


going  home 


Response,  pp 


CHORUS. 


pil  -  gi-ims,     Yes,  we 


pil  -  grims, 


Tes,     we    are     pil  -  grims  on  our  journey  home. 


1  1 

I  
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— \  
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Home  to  long-lost  friends  and  dear, 
Friends  we  mourn  in  sorrow  here 
Home  to  endless  peace  and  love, 
In  our  Father's  house  above.  Cho. 


Let  no  trifles  by  the  way, 
Tempt  our  hearts  or  steps  to  stray, 
From  the  narrow  path  and  strait 
Leadmg  to  the  golden  gate.  Cho. 


No,  our  faith  has  still  in  view 
One  like  ua,  a  pilgrim  too ; 
From  his  track  we  will  not  roam 
We  to  Christ  are  going  home.  Cho. 


SWEET  REST  IN  HEAVEN. 

A         I   ■     ,  '  r^-^  r-A  ^- 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
I  t-r-n  1- 


1.  Come,  schoolmates,  do  not  weary,  But  let  US  journey  on,  The  moments  willnot  tarry,  Thislife  will  soon  be  gone. 

2.  We've  listed     in  the  ar -my,  We've  listed  for  the  war- We'll  fight  until  we  conquer.  By  faith  and  humble  pray'r. 
Ill  _   ^  I       ,       A  ^  ^.  :e  ft       _  ^. 


CHORUS. 


SWEET  REST  IN  HEAVEN.  Concluded. 


There  is  aweet  rest  in  heaven,  There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven.  There  is  sweet  rest,  Ther«  is  sweet  rest,  There  is  sweet  rest  in 


t — r 


^^^^ 


There  is  sweet  rest  in   heaven . 


3  Our  Captain's  gone  before  iis, 
He  kindly  bids  iis  come ; 
In  yonder  world  of  glory, 
He's  made  for  ub  a  home.  Uho. 


4  Our  Jesus  will  be  with  us, 
E'en  to  the  journey's  end; 
In  every  score  affliction 
A  "present  help"  to  lend.  Cho. 


WE'LL  WAIT  TILL  JESUS  COMES 


5  We  bless  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Who  bought  us  with  his  blood : 
All  glory  be  to  Jesus, 
Who  gives  us  every  good.  Cho. 


Dr.  miller. 


1.  0  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh,'\Mien  will  the  moment  come,  When  1  shall  lay  my  armor  by ,  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home? 
-p-  -m-       -0-  -m-       -o-td  -  <o  -is>-  •  -Of-  -»  -m-  " 


CHORUS. 


:5=^:^S^  


We'll  wait  till 


Jesus  comes,  We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes,We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes,Aud  we'll  be  gather'd  home 

jCL  i**,    I        I  Jit  M.  1*^  , 

 1^      J    I         .         -fg-  -1^  -m-  -m-  ■m--m--^    i  m-     J        -  .        -  ! 

'"  ^  -ig-Hg-^-M     m  m—^ 


We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes.   We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes, 

2  No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know,  I  3  To  .lesns  Christ  I  fled  for  rest ; 
No  peaceful  slieltenng  dome,     |         He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
"hts  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe,         And  lean  for  succor  on  his  breast, 
"•"his  world  is  not  my  home.       |        And  he'd  conduct  me  home. 


4  I  sought  at  once  my  Saviour's  sidj, 
No  more  my  steps  shall  roam  ; 
"With  him  I'll  brave  death's  chillio?  tide. 
And  rt^#loh  my  heavenly  home. 
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Words  by  Rev.  J  W.  DADMUN. 


IN  OLDEN  TIMES 

I  i.t, 
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WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
2d. 

N  ^ 


2  5  In    old  -  en  times  when  boys  were  wild,  On  English  soil  arose    a  child, 


 e_ 

» — 

S  

m 

T  1 — r— " — ' 

r  '  ^'W 

-Q-W-. — ^  ^ 

rs — 

—  — ^-h-i — >—i 

1  1 

,  JlJ 

 1  — •!  1 

1 — * 

0 

Then  away!  away!  our  cause  is  growing  stronger,  Away!  away!  to  the  Sunday  School, 


I }  Then  away!  a^^'ay  I  we  can't  wait  a  -ny  longer,  A 
j  N     ^  J       N  I       N    N    N  J*«    N  ^    ^  ^ 


way  to  the  Sunday  School, 


2  As  Eobert  Raikes  walked  out  one  day, 
To  see  if  children  were  at  play, 
Some  boys  were  seen  on  Sabbath  day, 

A  playing,  playing — Ah  me, 
CJio.    Then  away  I  &c. 

3  In  seventeen  hundred  eighty-one, 
Across  the  sea  in  Glous"ter  town. 
The  glorious  Sunday  School  begun, 

Its  coming!  coming!  along. 
Cho.    Then  away  !  &c. 

4  O,  how  this  little  tire  has  spread. 
And  warnietl  to  life  the  carnal  dead, 
And  brought  them  to  our  living  Uead, 

So  loving,  loving  and  good ; 
CAo.    Then  away  !  »fcc. 


5  Come,  parents,  teachers,  one  and  all. 
And  never  think  the  work  is  small. 
But  listen  to  the  heavenly  call : 

Be  workers,  workers  to  day ; 
Cho.    Then  away  !  &c. 

6  \Vlien  storms  are  past,  and  work  is  o'er, 
And  Sumlay  Schools  sliall  be  no  more, 
We'll  gather  on  the  golden  shore. 

Singing  glory,  glory  to  God. 
Cho.   Then  away  !  &c. 

7  Then  what  a  glorious  sight  'twill  be 
To  see  the  millions  of  the  free 

All  happy  in  eternity, — 
So  welcome,  welcome  the  day ! 
Cho.    Then  away !  &c. 


Words  by  JOSEPHINE  POLLARD. 
Con  Spirito 

5ie 


JESUS  AT  THE  HELM.  Music  by  henry  tucker.  231 


1st. 


m 


Frail  is  my  bark  and  stormy  is  the  ocean ,  How  can  I  hope  to  stem  the  rushing  tide ;  ) 

How  can  1  face  the  billows  wild  commotion,  [Omti   )  Dangers  are  threat'ning  me 


[  CHORUS 


With  Jesus  at  the  helm,  I  shall  jonrney  safe-ly  o 
With  Jesus  at   the  helm,  I  shall  journey  safe-ly  o 


ver,  Though  the  storm  is  raging 


-m- .  -m- 

-r-  -r-      -r-  . 

-y — ^  1  . 

 ^— 1  H  

re  -  fuge  from   the  storm  when  Heav'nia   my  home. 


V  S— ^— U— -!-—!* —  f  i..  J.- 

Though  weak  my  faith,  there's  One  whose  love  unfailmg, 
Will  cast  a  brightness  over  sight  so  dim , 
His  strength  for  all  ray  frailties  still  availing. 
Will  make  me  feel  the  love  I  owe  to  Him.  Cho. 
3 

Hushed  ai-e  my  fears,  and  in  his  love  confidbig, 
O  W  me  lean  my  head  upon  his  breast ; 


At  His  command  the  troubled  waves  subsiding, 

Will  safely  bear  me  home  with  Him  to  rest.  CTio. 
4. 

Frail  is  my  bark,  but  Jesus  is  beside  me. 
E'en  through  the  night  I  see  his  gloHoas  form. 

With  Him  to'cheer,  to  strengthen  and  to  guide  me. 
My  soul  will  calmly  brave  the  darkest  siona  Cho,- 


232  "WE'LL  ALL  MEET  AGAIN  IN  THE  MORNING." 

Words  fcy  KATE  CAMERON  Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1  A  5  little  child  lay  dying,  As  the  sunset  h(mr  drew 

'  ;h' 


r  drew  nigh,  And 
wiii   ^  I 


these  the  wor  dshe  uttered  Whenhe  {Omit   5  breathed  his  last  Good-Bye."  I  know  that  my  angel 


J  S — S — ^ — J 


-fe  h  1  !>  ^— ^  ^— vr-^  r-f*  ^-J^— N  I^-J^-r-J  h  H-r-N—  ^— 


mother     Is  waiting  to  bear  me  from  thee,  We'll  all  meet  again  in  the  morning,  Dear  father,  weep  not  for 


me!  Well  {  all  meet  again  in  the  moming,We'll  all  meet  again  in  the  morning,  We'll 

l  all  meet  agam  in  the  moming,Of[Omii   ^  heaven's  eternal  day. 


.- —  IT-*'  "  B^^-W- 


2  The  words  were  full  of  solace, 

Falling  like  a  healing  balm 
On  the  heart  so  sorely  stricken. 

That  the  mourner  mig^ht  well  be  calm. 
The  sharp  sting  of  anguish  taken. 

The  burden  of  grief  gi-ew  more  light, 
We'll  all  meet  again  in  the  morning, 

liike  a  rainbow  spanned  Death's  night. 


3  O,  ye  who  sadly  languish, 

Weighed  down  by  grief  and  gloom, 
Beside  the  gi-ave's  dark  portal. 

Look  beyond  the  silent  tomb  ! 
With  God  leave  your  precious  treasures, 

Shall  He  not  in  all  things  do  right  ? 
We'll  all  meet  again  in  the  morning, 

Death's  sleep  is  but  for  a  night.  C7iO. 


THE  FATHER  RECLAIMED.  333 


Music  arranged  by  W.  B.  B. 
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1       1  How  can  he  leave  them  ?  How  can  tha 

i  Father  go  ?  Heedless  of  winds  that  blow  Cold  round  hi 

<»     JO     a  m^»»^agf»» 

 u 
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I      Leave  them  to  pine  for  bread,  Children  of  want  and  pain,  Fa- ther  they  call  in  vain,  He   answers  not 


2  How  can  he  leave  them, 
Leave  to  the  tempter's  power, 
Passinff  each  golden  hour 

Careless  away. 
While  in  his  dreary  home, 
Sad  tears  for  him  are  shed ; 
Is  every  feeling  dead, 
How  can  he  stay  ? 


pi 


3  How  can  he  leave  them, 
Pale  is  their  mother's  brow, 
Hope's  dying  embers  now 

Fade  in  despair. 
Folding  her  precious  ones, 
Hark  !  through  the  midnight  dim, 
Oh,  how  she  prays  for  him. 
Lord  hear  her  prayer. 


4  ^^Hiy  does  she  tremble, 
Was  it  his  voice  lihat  said — 
"  Lift  up  thy  drooping  head, 

Sorrow  is  o'er; 
Come  to  your  Father's  arms. 
Children,' your  fears  are  past ; 
I  am  reolainied  at  last, 

I'll  drink  no  more." 


I  Thou  art  ray  Shepherd, 
Caring  in  every  need, 
Thy  little  lambs  to  feed ; 

Trusting  thee  still ; 
In  the  green  pastures  low, 
Where  living  waters  flow, 
Safe  by  Thy  side  I  go, 

Fearing  no  ill. 


I  My  Shepherd. 

^2  Or  if  my  way  lie 
Where  death  o'erhauging  nigh, 
My  soul  would  terrify 

"With  sudden  chill, — 
Yet  I  am  not  afraid : 
While  softly  on  my  head 
Thv  tender  hand  is  laid, 
I  fear  no  iU  ! 


3  If  Thou  wilt  guide  me. 
Gladly  1  11  go  whh  Thee 
No  harm  can  come  to  me 

Holding  Thy  hand ; 
And  soon  my  weary  feet 
Safe  in  the  golden  street, 
Where  all  who  love  Thee  lueek 

Kedeem'd  idiall  stauO. 
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MY  FATHERLAND. 


J  


Melody  by  J.  R.  THOMAS.  Harmonised. 

-^-^-J  =v. 


1  There  is  a  place  where  all  my  hopes  are  stayed,  My  heart  and  my  treasure  are  there,  Where  verdure  and  blossoms  will 


^Hj  N- 


CHORUS 


never,  never  fade,  And  fields  are  e-ter-nal-ly    fair.        That  blissful  place  is     my  dear  father  -  land  ;  By 


;3i 


IS— IV 


faith  its  delights  I   explore;    But  sweeter,  dearer,  dearer  is  the  hand,  That  leads  me  in  peace  to  the  shore. 


2  There  is  a  place  whore  holy  angels  dwell, 

A  pure  and  a  peaceful  abode, 
The  joys  of  that  place  no  mortal  tonfjiie  can  tell, 
For  there  is  the  palace  of  God. — Cho. 

3  There  is  a  place  where  loving  friends  are  gone, 

Who  suffered  and  worshipped  with  me, 


Exalted  with  Christ  on  His  pure  and  spotless  throne, 
The  King  in  Ilis  beauty  they  set;. — Cho. 

4  There  is  a  place  where  through  faith  I  hope  to  live. 
When  life  abd  its  labors  are  o"er. 
A  place  which  the  Saviour  to  faithful  ones  o  ill  give, 
And  there  I  skill  soitow  no  more. — Cho. 


Words  by  WM.  OLAND  BOURNE. 


THE  UNION  SONG 
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(1  South. and  East  and  West  ;\ 


J  /Boys  and  girls  are  all  for  Union. North 
\A11  the  States  in  lov'd  communion  Heart  and  hand  with  [Omit  J  freedom  blest.  Then  join  in  a  loud  hurrah  '  IIuj*- 


a: 

For  Union 


rah  for  the  land  of  the 

 .  — ^rrc 


2  We  will  love  our  land  forever, 

Dearest  land  beneath  the  sun ; 
Foemen's  steel  shall  not  dissever, 
Youthfid  hearts  that  now  are  one. — C?io. 

3  We  are  all  a  band  of  Brothers, 

And  the  states  are  Sisters  too. 
And  in  time  there  will  be  othei-s 
That  shall  happy  vows  renew. — C?io. 

4  Let  the  hopeful  words  be  spoken. 

On  the  wings  of  promise  borne  : 
Never  shall  the  links  be  broken. 
Never  shall  tlie  Hag  be  torn. — Cho. 

5  Union  now  and  Union  ever ! 

Boys  and  girls  for  Union  all ! 
We  will  keep  it  safe,  and  never 
Shall  our  glorious  Union  fall. — Cho. 


and  peace,  for  or 
g-  -g  -S- 


Hurrah  lor  the  land  of    the  free 


_tl^ — — ^  ^  ^  -^TUl — 


The  crystal  fountain. 

1  'Tis  the  balmy  shower  descending 

In  the  valley,  on  the  plain, 
Makes  the  air  so  cool  around  us, 

Cheers  the  drooping  llowers  again 
Cho. — Then  joyful  together  we  ll  sing, 
As  gay  as  the  bird  on  its  wing 
Cold  water  for  me,  our  motto  shall  be^ 
And  loutUy  our  chorus  shall  ring 

2  We  are  like  the  leaves  unlolding, 

Spangled  o'er  with  moniing  dew; 
Water  from  the  crystal  fountain, 
Makes  us  glad  and  merry  loo. — Cho. 

3  Give  us  water,  sparkling  water. 

From  the  brooklet  pure  and  free ; 
Grateful  to  our  God  who  gave  it. 
Let  our  hearts  forever  be. — Cho. 


•23(5 


JOY  FOR  THE  SORROWFUL.         wx. b. erapeurt. 

?vLO       DcET.  ■55-iTH  Cecp.us.  Isaiih.  35:  10. 


 9-^  


FULL  CHORUS,  or  Is?  fi/ne  So.'o,  ani  repeat  full  Chorus. 


Repeat  ai  lib. 


His  purpose  of  merer  no  povrer  can  stay,  For  sorrow  and  sighing  sliail  both  flee  away,  For  sorrow  and  sighing 

shall  both  flee  awar. 


2  Joy  for  the  sorrowfal/sight  for  the  blind, 

The  dumb  singing  praisos,  the  savage  made  kind, 
The  lame  leaping  high ;  these  are  s^gns  of  the  day. 
"VMien  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away. 
CAo.    The  hone  leaping  high,  these  are  signs  of  the  day, 
VMien  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 
For  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away. 

3  Joy  for  the  sorrowful,  langhter  and  song. 
An:orig  the  redeemed  who  journey  along. 
And  looking  for  re^t  at  the  end  of  the  way. 
"VNTien  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  See  awaj. 


"  CKo.    All  looking  for  rest  at  the  end  of  the  way, 

"V^Tien  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 
For  sorrow  and  sighmg  diall  both  flee  away. 

4  Joy  for  the  sorrowful !  Spirit  of  Gk)d, 

If  on  toward  Zion  but  feebly  IVe  trod, 
j    O.  strengthen  my  soul,  and  still  lead  me,  I  pray, 

TiU  sorrow  and  sighing  have  both  fled  away. 
Cho.    Oh.  strengchen  my  soul,  and  still  lead  me.  I  pray, 

Till  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  away, 
,  Tiil  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  both  flee  awaj. 


WHEN  THE  MORNING  LIGHT,    rev.r.lowp.v  237 
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V-And  the  day  of  rest  lightens  every  breast 
^--.^  J    J    J  J 


I'll  a -way  to  the  Sabbath-School,/  For 'tis  there  we  all 


gree,  All  with  happy  hearts  and  free,  And  I  love  to  ear  -  ly 


be 


At  the  Sabbath-School ;  I'll  a  -  way !  a  -  T,  av ! 
:^  ^  ^     _  II 


^  GIRLS 


3  In  the  class  I  meet  with  the  friends  I  greet, 
At  the  time  of  monmig  prayer ; 
And  o;ir  hearts  we  raise  in  a  hymn  of  praise, 
For  'tis  always  pleasant  there, 
In  the  Book  of  holy  truth, 
Full  of  counsel  and  reproof, 
We  behold  the  guide  of  youth, 
At  the  Sabbath  school ! 
I'll  awaj !  &c. 


2  On  the  fi'osty  dawn  of  a  winter' s  morn, 
AVheu  the  earth  is  wrapped  in  snow, 
Or  the  summer  breeze  plavs  aroimd  the  the  trees, 
To  the  Sabbath  School  1  go ; 
When  the  holy  day  has  come, 
And  the  Sabbath  breakers  roam, 
I  delight  to  leave  my  home, 
For  tlie  Sabbath  School ; 
I'll  away,  &c. 

4  May  the  dews  of  grace  fill  the  hallow'd  place, 
And  the  sunshine  never  fail. 
While  each  blooming  rose  which  in  memory  grows, 
Shall  a  sweet  perfume  exhale 
When  we  mingle  here  no  more, 
l)ut  have  met  on  Jordan's  shore, 
We  will  talk  of  moments  o'er, 
At  tlic  Sabbath  school : 
I'll  away !  6iAi. 
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SAD  IS  THE  DRUNKARD'S  LIFE. 


Words  by  FAXXY  CROSBY. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Sad      ia    the   drunkard's  life,  "Wasting    in  crime,  Far  from  the    path    .of  right,  Reckless    of  time, 


2d.    p  Ritard.  [ 


Tears  of   re  -  pentant  grief,  Chill  as  they  start,  Hardly    a  tender  thought,  "Wakes  in  his  heart,  "Wakes  in  his  heart. 


1  T 


1 — r 


2  Often  a  single  spark. 
Kindles  a  flame. 
Kindness  may  win  him  back, 

Prayer  may  reclaim, 
Go  when  he  sits  alone, 
Burdened  with  care 
II :  Tell  him  his  sinful  course 
Plead  with  him  there.  :|i 


3  Picture  a  happy  past. 
Gone  from  his  sight, 
Bring  back  his  early  j-outh. 

Cloudless  and  bright, 
Tell  how  a  mother's  eye, 
Watched  while  he  slept 
il:  Tell  how  she  prayed  for  him 
Sorrow'd  and  wept.  :|| 


11^  I  ^ 

4  Point  to  the  better  land, 
Home  of  the  blest, 
^Yhere  she  has  passed  away 

Gone  to  her  rest, 
O'er  that  departed  one, 
ilemory  will  j-earn 
II :  God  in  his  mercy  gr;uit. 
He  may  return.  :\\ 


Jesus  is  ?iear. 


1  Lonely  and  desolate,  far  from  thy  home, 

Why  from  tliy  Father's  arms,  why  wilt  thou  roam, 
Lovingly,  tenderly  falls  on  thy  ear, 
fl:  "  Rest  thee,  O  weary  one,"  Jesus  is  near.  :|| 

2  Life  is  a  morning  dream,  passing  away. 
Come  to  the  L;imb  of  God.  why  wilt  thou  stay, 


Come  to  the  precious  fold,  watched  by  his  care, 
||:  "liest  thee.  O  weary  one,"  Jesus  is  there. 

3  Life  is  a  desert  wild  mantled  in  woe, 

Earih  has  no  joy  for  thee,  where  wilt  thou  go, 
Lift  up  thy  drooping  heart,  banish  thy  fear, 

jj:  "  Rest  thee,  0  weary  oue,"  Jesus  is  near.  :i-  ( 


THE  PROMISED  DAY.  (Missionary.) 


239 


'tt'orrtsby  Mrs.  VAX  ALSTYXE. 


Music  bv  HEXRY  TUCKER. 

N  N  f — . — r^-^ 


Heard  ye  not  the  weloome  sound. 
Wafted  o'er  the  heaving  main? 

No^7  the  fruits  of  joy  abound, 
Precious  souls  are  born  again. 
Cho.    Blessed  Jesus,  &c. 


Sing,  0  Zion,  land  of  rest. 
They  are  fiocking  home  to  thee  ; 

From  tlie  East,  tho  Xorth  and  West, 
And  the  Isies  beyond  the  sea. 
Cho.    Blessed  Jesus,  &o. 


Go  to  Jesus  when  thy  heart 

Droops  beneath  its  weight  of  care ; 
When  the  joys  of  eartli  depart, 
Seek  a  purer  light  in  prayer. 
Cho.    Jesus  wiil  forsake  thee  never, 
He  is  thine,  and  thine  forever, 
By  the  cooUng  stream  that  flows, 
Tiiou  shall  liiid  a  sweet  repose. 


€h  to  Jesus." 

I    2  O'er  the  hopes  in  rxiin  laid ; 

Does  the  tear  in  secret  fall  ? 
Is  thy  trembling  soul  afraid  ? 
Go  to  the  Jesus— tell  him  all.  Cho. 
I    3  Go  to  Jesus,  on  his  breast 
i  He  will  lay  thy  aching  head, 

Calm  thy  every  pain  to  rest, 
i         Beams  of  mercy  o  er  thee  shed.  Ck». 
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pf — ax  at  a  distance. 


HOSANNA.   *'BIessed  is  he  that  cometh."— Anthem. 

CesiBTMAg.  WM.  B.  BSADBCSr. 

4^ 


-^-^    ,.   ^  J  ^  J"  J"  > 


m 


Ho-?an-na,  Ho-san-na,  Ho-san-na,    Ho-san-na,  Blessed  is  he  tliat  cometh   in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 


Cres. 


Ho-san-na,  Ho-san-na,  Ho  -  san-na.  Ho  -  san-na.    Blessed  is  he  that  cometh   in  the  name  of  the  Lord. 


Single  voice. 

Blessed  be  the  kingdom    of  our  father   Da  -  vid.  That  cometh,  that  cometh  in  the  name   of  the  Lord, 


Blessed  he  th£  kingdom    of  our  father   Da  -  vid,  That  cometh,  that  cometh  in  ".he  name  of  the  Lord 

>  !  :  .  ,  ,  ^»^_S  ^N__>»»__N 


Conclndea. 

0IRL9. 


HOSANNA. 

OIRLS  AND  BOTS. 
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ALL. 


Blessed  be  the  kingdom  of  our  father  David,  Hosanna,  in  the  highest,  in  the  highest,  | 


est,  Amen,  Amen. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY 


JESUS  HELP  ME. 

Fine. 


HENRY  TUCKER. 


J  /  Je  -  8U3  help  me  I  am  weary.  Let  me  hold  Thy  hand  in  mineA  /  0  ! 
V  For  the  stream  of  living  water,  In  a    thirsty  land  I  pine,  ^\  do 
D.  c.  Fold  me  in  Thy  arms  of  mercy,  Keep  me  from  the  tempter's  power. 


my  Father, 
not  leave  me. 


)ln  this 


dark  and  dreadful  hour, 


2  Jesus  help  me,  I  am  fainting, 

'Neath  the  deserts  burning  sky, 
Lead  to  pastures  cool  and  fragrant. 

There  ray  every  want  sup])ly, 
Shade  me  with  Thy  wings  eterri*!, 

Let  me  feel  Thee  ever  near. 
Thou  canst  whisper  words  of  comfort, 

Thou  canst  dry  the  falling  tear. 


3  Jesus  help  me,  I  am  sinkinjr. 

In  the  cold  and  chilly  wave, 
Give  me  strength,  my  faith  increasing. 

Thou  alone  hast  power  to  save, 
Let  my  soul  be  filletl  with  rapture. 

Let  my  hope  be  stayed  on  Thee. 
Let  me  bear  my  cros^  witti  patience, 

Till  I  sleep  and  wane  wUb  The*. 
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THE  CHILDREN'S  BATTLE  SONG 


Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBUR7 


f.  n  i,..  ,  S  !h  K-i — N  N  ^  5*  t — n  1  ^  ^  N  ,  -N  (ii  S  

;:^_^_ye_Cg_^  9  0    ^  •  0  W  *  *  ^  °-"-^S  9  W  9  9  ' 


1  Yes,  we  are  soldiers   of   the  cross,  A  young  and  joyful  band ;  We've  joined  the  army  marching  home  To 

2  Yes,  Tre  are  soldiers   of    the  cross,  We'll  nevei*  quit  the  field;  Like  valiant  heroes  bold  and  brave,  We'U 


Canaan's  promised  land.  The  world  and  sin  our  strongest  foes  Will  oft  be  -  set  our  way  ;  But  Ti  e  must  keep  our 
fight  but  nev  -  er  yield.  Our  captain  is  the  prince  of  peace.  Who  died  that  we  might  live ;  To  all  his  faithful 


FULL  CHORUS. 


ar  -  mor  bright  And  al  -  ways  watch  and  pray, 
children  here  A    crown  oV    life  he'll  give. 


We  must  keep  our  ar  -  mor  bright.  We  must  keep  cur 
We  must  keep,  &c. 


THE  CHILDREN'S  BATTLE  SONG.  Concluded. 
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3  Yes,  we  are  soldiers  of  the  cross, 

Our  colors  we  will  show ; 
And  with  the  hible  in  our  hand 

We'll  boldly  meet  the  foe. 
O  let  us  strive  to  win  the  prize, 

The  great  command  obey  ; 
To  love  the  Lord  with  all  our  soul, 

And  labor  while  'tis  day. — Clio. 


Yes,  we  are  soldiers  of  the  cross. 

And  by  that  cross  we'ii  stand ; 
We've  joined  the  army  marching  home, 

To  Canaan's  promised  land. 
And  when  we  reach  the  golden  fields 

Of  that  immortal  shore  ; 
With  all  the  armies  of  the  blest, 

We'll  sins:  the  battle  o'e^. — Cho 


Spiritea, 


AWAY  OVER  JORDAN. 


* 


J5  ^ 


m 


1  Je  -  SU3,  my  all,  to  heavexih  gone,  View  the  land,  vieiv  tJ'elay^d,  lie  vfhom  1  fix    my  hopes  up  -  an, 

2  His  track  I    see,  and  1  11  pursue.  View  the  land,  view  the  layid,  The  nax  -  tow  \va,j  tiJl  him    I  view, 


View  the  promised  latid,  A  -  way 
View  the  promised  laud,  A  -  way,  a  -  way,  »fec 


way  over  Jordan,  We'll  view  the  land,View  the  land,  Away,  a  -  way  over 

ft 


Jor  -  dan.  We'll  view  the  promised  land. 


'mm 


3  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went,  View  the  land,  dx. 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment.  View  th^ promised 

CJio. — Away,  away,  &c.  [land 

4  The  king's  highway  of  holiness,  T'wnc  the  latnl,  dx. 

I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace,  View  thepromised  land, 
Cho. — Away,  away,  &c. 
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ip  Soft  and  gent,e  tones,  but  earnest  and  devout. 
 1  ^s- 


COME  UNTO  ME.  (Anthem.) 

\  1  1  r-J- 


Come  un  -  to  rae    all    ye  that  la  -  bor  And  are  heavy     la  -  den,   And   I    will  give  you  rest, 


r"        ^  ■  N 

Take  my  yoke  up  -  on      you  and  xeani    of        me,     for    I     am  meek  and  low  -  ly   of  heart,  And 


ye  shall  find  rest   un  -  to    your  souls.      For  my  yoke  is  ea  -  sy  and  my  bur  -  den  is  hght,  My 


-^5  ;  ^-r-I  J  \  r- 

r" — '\ — ' — ^ 

yoke  is     ea  -  sy  and  my 

bur  -  den  is 

light." 
32  -~ 

0 

precious  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion.  Help 

$ — 

us,  0  Lord,  to 

 ^— 

r— r- 

COME  UNTO  ME.  Concluded. 


:45 


^^—^ — 

-1  -U-n 

1 — J  1  

^  FULL  CHORUS. 

-J  U  1-. 

come  witn  a 
j^i-a  S=irS= 

— 5— 

bro  -  ken 

heart,  and  a      con  -  trite 

T    ."^  i   E= 

spir  -  it,       0  precious  in  -  vi  -  t 

a  -  tion,  Help 

Quick  and  spirited  f 


rSSl  S>  

 "S"  

— 10 — U — \ 

— ^ — 1_ 

1  1  

■       .     i-       i  1 

1  1 

— S — gt — S— 

4=1  ,— 

bless  thee,  O    Je  -  siis,  for  thy  love,  We  bless  thee  for  the  precious  words  that  thou  hast  given  to 


— 

^  - 

m. 

-^e.  ^  jB.    A . 

'  j_ 

 1  

Kj    j. — 1  ~iT  

«  

Z_j  Cj  ^- 


Mghest,  in  the  high 


1 — r 


est. 


in  the  high  -  est, 


1 — [  f- 


m     ^  ' 

msmzim 

— 0 — 

m — » — 1 

L            p  ... 

,1,1-        -  ■        ■!    1    1    i    ■  1 

346 


CHRISTMAS  ANTHEM. 


Lo !  desceuding  the  heavens  rendinp-,  JMessengersfroin  God  to  men 
Dearest  Saviour,  grant  thy    favor,  While  in  these  thy  courts  we  stay 


Angels  winning,  tidings  bringing,  Christ  is  born  in 
tay,  Thy  rich  blessing  on  us  resting.  On  this  happy 


Bctlilehein;  Come  witli  gladness,  and  ban-ish  sadness,  ChildrcTa  sweetly  tune  your  voices.  Sing  aloud  while 
fes  tive  day,  Bells  are  ringing,  and  birds  are^singing.  Woods  and  lieldsiheir  tribute  bringing.  Back  the  hills  the 

^  a  a-n-J-T-— -rg"-^—- r— g-g  ,  «-,-»-T-^g"-,-'g- 


"2=^ — 

heaven  re -Joic-es;    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!   Hal  -  le  -  lu -jah !"  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men."  Lift  a  -  loud  a 
ech -oes  dinging;  Let  our  voices     swell  the  chorus      In    a  grateful  song  of  praise;  Joy- ful,  come  be 


loft  -  y  strain,  God  is  re-conciled  to  man,  Glory  to  our  Saviour  King,  Heaven  and  earth  with  glory  ring, 
fore  him  now,  Humbly  in    his  presence  bow,  Now  to  him  oiu*  tribute  bring.  Lord  of  lords  and  King  ol  kinga 


-19-- — B»  —        H^i —  a*— [-0  «  a»  d»  — 

i0    J?  "U    5   u«   "i^  1^   £^   ^   >  > 


CHRISTMAS  ANTHEM.  O.mcludea. 


Pr-.:=e  r.ir:.  rr  1  '  in:,  .re  Lord  Jehovah  r  raise. Pra:*e  him.  Praijehfm.  The  Lord  Jehorah  praise,  r-';?^: 
FnLi^  I'e  chiliren,  praise.  Praise  hini,  priise  hizi.  Ye  s'ri:cf:i;  cLLirez.  pra:s<.  E:; .: 

>     je.      >    _N    -      _  _'        _       _N      J.      _N    _N   _      _  >  ^  S 


KaTE  CA1IZR0N-. 


THE  LAND  OF  PEACE. 


VTM.  B.  ERAPBrRY. 


*^  blessed  land  of  peace,   (The  l.i:.->i  of  peace .  'ie  la:;.!  of  peace.  Oh  1  there  will  all  our  troubles  cease.  \ 

the  land  of  peace./ 


cannot  find  be-loT. 


our  Lap  -  p:-:.eii  inerea.se  In  heaven 


1st  6crw,  Cho.  On  earth  are  wars  and  tumuJts, 
And  danger,  f^:ar  and  str.fe. 
While  ons^en  powers  combining 
Asiail  our  flcriing  lire. 
2d  <iTra.  Che.  Ba:  there  is  never  conflict. 
Nor  danger,  nor  alarm  ; 
The  likZid  of  peace  is  guarded 
By  an  Almighty  arm. 
C«o£CS.  The'land  of  peace,  he 


1st  Semi.  Ck».  How  b'tissfnl  to  Icok  forvard 

Wbeo  all  these  storms  «ball  cea«« 
And  see  that  happj  c.-iuatrji-, 
The  holy  land  of  prace. 
2d  S^mi.  Cko.  We  will  not  mind  ii:e'3  st.-Trzgles, 
Which  so-:>n  most  have  an  end, 
But  piice  cur  trust  it»  Jcrsas, 
Our  ever  asziDg-  fried, 
Cfloacs.  The  land  .f  jjcice, 
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THE  V/HOLE  MULTITUDE. 


WM.  B,  BRADBURY. 

J  1_S 


'AudM-heu  he  was  come  nigh,  even  to  tie  descent  oftlie  mount  of  Olives,    the  whole  Multitude  of  the  dis  -  ci  -  pies  be  - 


FULL  CHORUS.  / 


-1  X 


^  1  jP-  .  — I  ^ — < 

gan  to  rejoice,  And  to    praise  God  with  a  loudvoice,Andto  praise  God  with  a  loud  voice.  For  all  the  mighty 


 _  ^. 

r-J         _       S     N     S  S 

— Das  «  g^e^-T" 

^    S  ^ 

— — 

-■^  —  4>i 

1  .1 

i 

^     1  . 

 *?—  «>  « 

S±zS± 


-I  


Blessed  be  the 


j      Peace    on  eaiih,  and  glo  •  ry    in    the  high -est,       Blessea    be  the  King  

Bless  -  ed 


blessed    l>e  the 


Blesaed  be    the  King  blesoed 


THE  WHOLE  MULTITUDE.  Concluded. 


  Bleased    be  the  King,  who  cometh    in  the  name  of  the   Lord,    Blessed    be   the  King,  who 

King,  


Blessed  be   the  King,      the  King, 


r — r 


End. 

-I — l-^ 


Cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.    Glo  -  ry,       g'ory,    glo-ry  in  the  highest,  Peace  in  heav'n,  and  glory  in  the  highest. 


Alto  solo.    Orig-inal  movement 


Glory,  glo-ry,  glory, 


t — r 


r 


■     f  •  f" 


1     r  *  r  •  I  I 


Blessed  be  the  kingdom       of  our  father   Da  -  vid,  that  com-eth,  that  cometh  inthename  of  the  Lord. 


n     n  •  «     „     n    n     n   r,     _n  ^-e'e-^-e^  ^  r-  i 


Al  Seg.    End  with  Cko.  "  Glory  in  the  hisrhest.'^ 


Ho-san  -  na,  ho  -  san  -  na,  ho-san-ua  in  the  high  -  est,  Ho-san  -  na,  ho-san  -  na  in  the   hiph     -  est. 
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„  Scholars.* 


HOSANNA  ANTHEM. 

A  Concerted  piece  foe  public  pekformaxces. 

4y^J  ^  — 


:^  Isi 


Kr~-h  .V 


Ho  -  san  -  na      in      the    high  -  est,     in     the     high    -   est,  Ho  -  san  -  na    in  the 

Teachers  and  Cosqreoation.*  ^  i  ^  ^ 


 ^  6^—  'Hi  

highest,  in  the   high    -    est.         Ho-san-na,     Ho-san-na,    Ho-san-na     in    the  high -est. 


thus      fronj       Sa  -  lem's  plains ;  What    an  -  thems     loud,    and  loud 


still, 


 3=  ^^r_S  ^-^—m- 


Semi-chorus  o?  Girls.  S'ftly. 


Ho  -  san  -  na,  Ho  -  san  -  na.  Ho  -  san  -  na   in  the  highest. 


Ho 


Base  Solo. 


-S-  -j^- 

san-na   in  the  highest 


Ho  -  san  -  na   in  the  highest,  Ho  -  san 


-    -    -   na,  Ho- 


sings,  Ho-san-na  to  the  Kmg  of  kmgs,  The    Saviour,  comes  and  babes  pro- 

^  The  children  should  sing  their  Eosanna  through  once  before  the  teachers  and  congregation  commence— then  the  two 
anit«. 


HOSANNA  ANTHEM.  Concluded.  251 

ean  -  pa    in    the   highest,   in    the  highest,         Ho  -  s:in  -  na    in      the    highest,    iu    the  hig-Iiest,    in  the 


claim    sal     -     va-tion  stint  in    Je    -    -    sus'  naaie.  Ho 

Solo  voices  in  an  adjoining  room,  or  at  a  distance  from  the  Chorus.    Let  the  tones  be  clear  and  well  sustained. 

A  little  faster. 


lio  -  san  -      na  in  the  high 

Sunday  School  &  Choir. 


eanna  in  the  highest,  in  the  highest. 


— ^-H^  F  -^-f  ^^-^  —I  1- 

»o— — [ — (p — m — m-^0—S— 8  — j*    * —  —  — — * — 9 — 

h's  name  shall  joy  impart,  A  -  like  to  Jew  and  Gentile  h(  ^ 


high    -     -    est,      in  the  highest,     3.  iles-si  -  ah's  name  shall  joy  impart,  A  -  like  to  Jew  and  Gentile  heart,  He 


& 

-J 

«.  1 

^1 

* 

— 1 

p«  1 

<9  «  --^  

'     -    I-    ^  - 



1  ^ 

Peoclaim  Hosannas— By  congregation  and  choir  to  the  melody  of  -'Old  Hundred,"  Ihe  children  singing  again  tha 
Hosanna  "  attached  to  it. 


4  Proclaim  hosannas,  load  and  clear  ; 
Ses  David's  Son  and  Lord  appear ! 


All  praise  on  earth  to  him  be  given. 

And  glory  shout  thro-ugh  highest  heavea.— CA«. 
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THE  DEAR  ONES  ALL  AT  HOME.       WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

Pttblished  in  sheet  form  by  ROOT  k  CADY,  Chicago,  111.    Price  SOcts. 
H — ^— Sri— d— a^-h«' 


,  /  Beyond  the  smiling  and  the  weeping,  I  shall  be  soon  ;  \ 
\  Beyond  the  waking  and  the  sleeping,  {.Omit  /Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  reaping,  I  shall  be  soon. 


•  o  

^-r«— P— r<!S  *— »— r 

1   r  >  > 

>^ 

•~r|  1 

1  h 

1~1 

"  -r— P 

Love,  rest,  and  home  !  Sweet,  sweet  home  ! 

(2 — _a — ^«_,-«z:i — — ^_,_f2,- 


-t — r 


0  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet  The  dear  ones  all  at  home. 


3  Beyond  the  parting  and  tlie  meeting, 
I  shaFi  be  soon  : 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  gi'^eting, 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beating, 
I  shall  be  soon, 
liove,  rest,  and  home! 
Sweet,  sweet  home ! 
O  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  ■\ 


2  Beyond  the  rising  and  the  setting, 
I  shall  be  soon  : 
Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting, 
Beyond  remembering  and  f^jrgetting, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  home  ! 
Sweet,  sweet  home! 
||:  0  !  how  s\ve.et  it  will  be  there  to  meet 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :|| 


Beyoii-d  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever, 

I  shall  be  soon  : 
Beyond  the  rock  waste  and  the  river, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  tb  ^  never, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  home! 
Sweet,  sweet  home ! 
O  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meat 
The  dear  ones  ail  at  home.  :K 


I  LOVE  THEM  THAT  LOVE  El.  Anthem. 


•253 


'\Tli.  B.  BRAPBUKT 


thev   that  seek  me   ear  -  Ir  shall   £nd       me,     Ther  that  seek  me   ear  -  Iv   sliall   finil  me. 
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THE  ryiORN  IS  BREAKING 


TTjI.  B.  EKADBURT 


1.  CLristian,  the  ruom  breaks  sweetly  o"ej"tliee.  And.  all   the  midniglit   shadows  flee,  Tinged  are  the  distant 


A    Lea- con  light  hung  out  for  thee, 


"1  r 


A  -ris^, 


rise  the  light  breaks  o'er  thee.  Thv 


— ^ — 0 

--^    4-.— _ 

s 

L! 

— *■      '1  «    » .  p-» 

— 

9 

name  is  graven  oil  the  throne,  Thvhomeis  in  the  world  of 


lo  -  rv,  "UTiere  thy  Redeemer  reigrrs  alone. 

— 


2  Toss'd  on  times  rude  relentless  surges, 

Calmly  composed  and  dauntless  stand, 
For  lo  !  beyond  those  scenes  emerges, 

The  heights  that  bonud  the  promised,  land. 
Behold !  behold  I  the  land  is  nearing. 

Where  the  wild  sea-storm  s  rage  is  o'er. 
Hark  !  how  tiie  Heav'nly  hosts  are  cheering, 

See  in  what  throngs  they  range  the  shore. 


3  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  the  day  breaks  o'er  thee. 

Bright  as  the  sunmier's  noontide  ray. 
The  st^r-geranied  crowns  and  realms  of  glory. 

Invite  thy  happy  soul  away. 
Away,  away,  leave  all  for  glory. 

Thy  name  is  graven  on  tlxe  throne, 
Thy  home  is  in  the  world  of  glory. 

Where  thy  Redeemer  reigns  aiooe 


IS^EW  GOLDEX  CEXSEE. 


GLORY,  GLORY  TO  THE  LAMB. 


TTm.  B.  BRADBURY. 


a5d  ieeh!a.d.  and  1  heard  the  voice  op  mast  axgxls  bocxd  about  the  throse.  axd  the  beists  and  the  elders  :  a:rd 
the  ncmeer  op  them  was  tes  th0c5axd  times  tex  th0u3asd  and  thoc3axd3  op  thousands  ;  sating  with  a  loud  voice. 
-'Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slaix  to  kkceiv*  power,  asd  riches,  axd  wisdom,  axd  sthexgth.  asd  hoxob,  asd 

GLORY,  AXD  BLES3JXQ.'"— i?ei'.  5 :  11,12.  j  j  |  REFRAIN. 


Hark  I  tbe  swestest  notes  of  angels  sindng.  Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb, 
All  the  host5  of  heaven  their  tribute  bringing.  Raising  high  the  Savioiur's 
Ye  for  whom  his  precious  life  was  given.  Sacied  themes  to  you  belong;  } 
Come,  and  join  the  glorious  choir  of  heaven.  Join  the  everlasting  5 

I  N 


"We  vriil  join  the  beautiful 
"We  -will  join,  etc. 


an  ■  gels,    Shig  avcay,  ye  beautiful  angels, 
3  Hearts  all  filled  with  holy  emulation, 
"We  unite  wiih  those  above  : 
Sweet  the  theme — tbe  theme  of  fn;e  salvation 
Founts  of  everlasting  love. 
"We  will  join,  etc. 


tcay,    Sing  a  -  way,    Glot-y,  glory  to  the  Lanib. 
4  Endless  life  in  Christ  our  Lo<-d  possessing, 
Let  us  praise  his  precious  name  ; 
Glory,  honor,  riches,  power,  and  blessing. 
Be  forever  to  the  L.imb. 
We  will  iwn,  etc. 
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WHY  SHOULD  CHILDREN  HOLD  THEIR  PEACE? 


SEMI-CHORUS. 


Matthew  21:  15,  16. 

Is;. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY. 
FULL  CHORUS. jf 


Why  should  children  hold  their  peace  1"  Did  the  loving  Saviour  sar,  ) 
Wheu  the  haughty,  hating  Jews  Sought  their  youthful  (Ojut  1 .  )  songs  to  stay, "  Hosannah;  hosannah,  ho 


^       ^  ^         ^  t 


e  -i*^  »    ^       -m-    -m-   ^   -m-  -m- 


eau-nah  to  the  Son  of  David  I  Praise  him,  0  praise  him,  Our  Saviour  and  our  King 
—   -at-  -m-    -m-    -o-    ^  ^-i^     -o-  -j —  -j 

/  : 


Suf-fer  them  to 


come 
s 


said  Jesus ;  Hence  our  vouthful  throng. 


Suflfer  them  to  come,"  said  Jesus;  Hence  our  joyful  sonj 


— - — V  ' 


2  TTliT  should  clailclren  hold  their  peace  ? 

Vrhen  the  vrhole  creation  sings, 
And  the  rounded  firmament 

Vrith  its  Maker's  glory  rings.  —  Cho. 

3  "^liY  should  children  hold  their  peace, 

"When  their  happy  hearts  rejoice  ? 
What  so  tuneful  to  our  Lord, 
As  his  praised  from  childhood's  voice?— C^5. 


•i  "SMiy  should  children  hold  their  peace  ? 
■\VhY  did  God  their  voices  give, 
Save  to  praise  the  Lamb  -who  died 

That  the  children's  souls  might  live  ^— CAo. 
5  If  the  children  hold  their  peace, 
Then  the  very  stones  shall  sing, 
And  the  mountains  and  the  hills, 
Shall  their  echoing  tnbute  bring.— CAo. 


THERE'S  ROOM  FOR  ALL. 
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J,   p  Soft  and  Gentle. 


^3 


S3 


^M.  B.  BRA-DBU7.Y. 


1.  Come  to  me,  all   re  that  la  -  bor,  ITea-vy  laden  and  oppressed,"'  These  were  the  precious  words  of  Jesus, 

2.  "Take  my  easy  yoke  upon  you,  Leaye  tlie  wrong  and  choose  the  right;  Come  learn  of  rae  the  meek  and  lo^vh\ 

y^-'^-^3^^^^:=^^—*-'-^-^^-^- — =  


CHORUS,  with  energu,  but  not  very  loud, 

s  N  I  .  \.  r-  ^  N — 1 — ^ — 


 s=-j=s^ 

"  Come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  'Tis  a   Fathers  loye,  'tis  a   Father's  call,  In  his  house  above,  there  is- 
You  shall  find  my  burden  light."  'Tis  a   Fathers  love,  etc. 


'room  for  all,  Yes,  there's  room  for  all  in  my  Father's  heayenly  home,  Yes,  there's  room  for  you,  there's  room  forme. 

-  -  -   «  m  ^  -y   -a-  -ar  -aw-    ^     *   ^   —   —    ^  «  

jzzzjg^ca— a—  rmiz^ztzi 

 hp— a»  g — a-T^ — * — — *i 


3  Lord,  we  come  to  plead  thy  promise, 
We,  by  sin  and  guilt  oppressed. 
Would  take  thy  easy  yoke  upon  us  ; 
Grant  us.  Lord,  on  thee  to  rest. 
'Tis  a  Father's  love.  otc. 


•i  Guard  us  by  thy  kind  protection, 
Purify  our  every  heart ; 
0  teach  us.  Lord,  and  make  us  humble, 
Meek,  and  lowly,  as  thou  ait.. 
"Tia  a  Father's  love,  oto.. 


I 
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Wm.  B.  BRADBURY. 


mY  SABBATH  SONG. 

rl7-t5n-d^— Nrrl  ^cr!  — 'zrdsd  d — d^r-l  ^  d  — n        ~^c^  P^^-J^-i 


-J  


l.  Strains  of  ruu  -  sic    oft  -  en  greet  me  As  I  joir 
:«3it:iri^--t::zi=zt:tz 


:ii3^rEej:zr-=3i!|-: 


the  bii  -  sy  thrnnj;. 


Bat  there's  nothing  half  so 


CHORUS 


 ^  C-S^  0^01 — St  ^^^-^0, — — L  •^•-T-p^j  

I  can  sing  my  Sahhath  song ;    My  Sabbath  song,  My  Sabbath  song  ;    I   love  to  sing  my  Sabbath  song. 


:-g~l  Sit: 


ii 


1^1 

2  'Tis  a  song  of  love  and  mercy, 

Speaking  peace  to  all  iriaiikind  ; 
Tellinj  siimers.  poor  and  needy, 
Where  the  Saviour  they  may  find. 
No  fear  of  ill,  etc." 

3  Angels  sweetly  sing  in  glory 

Sougs  of  praise  to  God,  their  Kii>g; 


Bat  the  song  of  blest  redemption, 
Man.  redeemed,  alone  can  sing. 
No  fear  of  ill.  etc. 

4  While  I  live,  (),  may  I  ever 
Love  the  holy  Sabbath  song; 
And,  when  death  shall  call  me  homeward, 
Join  it  with  the  blood-bought  throng. 
No  fear  of  ill.  etc. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON 

IS 


THE  SINNER'S  FRIEND.  259 

JEsrs  Christ— THE  same  testerdat,  to-uat,  and  foeeveb." 

Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  "V\'hat-ev  -er    cross    tlie  world  may  bring      Of     pov  -  er  -  ty     and  eliamo,    To   Je  -  sua' 

2.  In    sorrow's  hour    his  love  can  cheer,      And   bid    our  fears  de  -  part;     He  makes  our 


...  .(=. 


CHORrS. 


— .s — 


liaud  we  still  can  cling — He  always  is  tlie  same.  He,  who  was  the  sinner's  Friend,  Will  be 
hap  -  piuees  more  dear,  And  fills  with  peace  our  heart.  He,  who  was,  &c. 

J».    M.    Ji.  fS. 


witli    us     to    the   end,      Noting    ev  -  ery  smile  and  tear:  Our  blessed  Saviour's  ev-er  near. 
jm.    A    A  M.      ~       I        "   ^  ■'t-'  "  _  I 


3  Dear  Saviour,  make  us  truly  thine. 
And  all  our  sins  forgive; 
Conform  us  to  thy  will  divine. 
And  bless  us  while  we  live. 
He  who  waa,  &o. 


4  And  in  the  world  beyond  the  sky, 
With  thee  we'll  gladly  dwell; 
No  more  to  woep,  no  more  to  die. 
No  more  to  sav  farewell. 
He  who  was  »fcc. 
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DARE  TO  DO  RIGHT  I 


Words  br  Rer.  GEO.  LANSIXG  TAYLOi 


Wif.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Dare  to 

2.  Dare  to 

3.  Dare  to 


do  riglit: 
do  ri  JUt  I 
do  mht! 


Dare 
Date 
Dare 


to  Le  tme! 
to  be  true! 
to   be  true! 


You  have  a  work  that  no  oth -er  can  do, 
Otli  -er  men's  failures  can  never  save  yon; 
God.  who  ere  -  a  -  ted  von,  cares  for  vou  too ; 


Do     it     so  brave -]y.    so    kindly,     so  well,     Angels  will   has  -  ten  to  sto  -  rv   to  tell. 
Stand  by  your  conscience,  your  honor,  your  faith  ;  Stand  like  a    he  -  ro,  and  battle  till  Je«th. 
Treasures  the  tears  that  his  striving  ones  shed,  Counts  and  protects  every  hair  of  yd^Tr  head. 


CHORUS. 


^  ^  ^ 

Dare,  dare,  dare  to  do  right  I  Dare.  dare,  criro  to  be  true!     Dare  to  be  true  !  dare  to  be  true ! 


4  Dare  to  do  right!  dare  to  be  tme! 

Keep  the  great  judgment-seat  always  in  view; 
Look  at  your  work  as  you'll  look  at  it  then — 
Scanned  by  Jehovah,  and  angels,  and  men. 
Dare  to  do  right '  &c.' 


5  Dare  to  do  right!  dare  to  be  true! 

Jt-sus,  your  Saviour,  will  carry  you  through  ^ 
City,  and  mansion,  and  throne  all  in  sight. 
Can  you  not  dare  to  be  true  and  do  right  ? 
Dare  to  do  right  I  &o. 


ALWAYS  THERE. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY.  26*  ] 


1.  Why  should  cold  or  stormy  weather  Keei)  me  on   this  ho  -  ly    day  From  my  du  -  ty   to    ji\y  Saviour, 

2.  Blessed  pla.ce,  where  ev-  ery  momeut  Seoms  a  treasure  bright  and  fair,  Dearly  prized  a  -  bove  all  others, 


«  a  1  

-A  _  ,  ei  ( 

— a  X  sm  i 


  ^  ^       ^  ^  ^  ^  u.  1^  *■ 


CHORUS. 
S  


i 


From  the  Sabbath-school  a  -  way.  Always  there,  always  there, There  to  join  in  praise  and  prayer ;  There  to  meet  my 
Let    me  then  be    always  there.  Always  there,  always  tlrere,  &cc. 


mi 


:  r  r       ^  tz— c 

J 

i     5*  1 — ^ 

 »ZII 

'-d 

.  S 

i 


:*zizztl 


teacher  dear,  There  to  join  in  praise  and  prayer.  There  to  meet  ray  teacher  dear,  And  join  iu  praise  and  prayer, 


-If  O  W— l-g  

— p — — >• — — ^—^^ — S- 

3  When  on  earth  my  Saviour  wandered, 

Cold  and  wcar\',  many  a  day. 
He  at  midnight  sought  the  desert, 
In  its  solitude  to  pray. —  Cho. 

4  With  an  humble,  lowly  spirit. 

Would  I  know  and  do  his  will: 


— b*- 

Lenrning  under  every  trial 

How  to  suffer  and  be  still. — Cho. 


6  Ne'er  shall  cold  or  stormy  weather 
Keep  me  on  this  holy  day 
From  my  duty  to  my  Sav](.«ur, 

From  the  Sabbath-Bchool  away, — Cko. 
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RECRUITING  SONG. 


VTcrds  by  Mus  E.  M.  SAXGSTER. 
Single  Voice.  ^Bot)  or  Semi-chorcs. 


TTM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


^-f— ^— > — »-»-m — *^  i-"— -.— =: — »— ' 


w    ^      ^  w  ^      >      >    >    >         ^  ^ 

1.  Do  YOU  know  a- nv  lit -tie  bare  foot  bov.  In  a    gar-ret  or    a    eel  -  lar.  ^\Tio  shivers  with  cold. andwhose 


-?»  1"*  »«•  JO 


CHORUS. 


tJ  -ar  '9- 

ganuents  old — Will  scarcely  hold  together?  Go  bring  him  in  ;  there  is  room  to  spare,  Here  ai'e  food. and  shelter, and 


^   ^  w.^       S     N     V  ^    ^    s    Repeat  in  full  Chorus. 


pi  -  tv :    And  we  ll  not  shut  the  door  'Gainst  one  of  Christ's  poor.Tho"  you  bring  every  child  in  the  ci- 1] 

~  _^  — N  s> — — 


Girls.  r 
2  Do  you  know  any  little  tired  girl.  3  Can  you  think  of  a  comrade  ■n-ho  often  goes 

Whose  feet  with  cold  are  aching  ;  To  play  in  the  lots  on  Sunday, 

Whose  shrinking  forra  braves  the  winter's  storm  ;       And  who's  late  at  school,  and  who  breaks  th«ml9 
The  alms  of  the  richer  taking?  Of  his  teacher  dear  on  Monday? 

"Go  bring  her  in,  &t.  Go  bring  him  in,"  itc. 


RECRUITING  SONG.  Concludea. 
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Go!  gather  them  in  from  the  tenement  house, 
And  the  mercliiint's  stately  palace; 

From  the  world's  dark  strife,  and  the  heavenly  life, 
Let  them  drink  from  the  golden  chalice. 
"Go  bring  them  in,"  tfec. 


Teacher. 

'Tis  the  Masters's  work!  there  is  none  so  low, 
But  his  loving  hand  may  reach  them. 

And  there's  none  so  sunken  in  want  and  woe, 
But  we'll  joy  to  help  and  teach  them. 
"  Go  bring  them  in,"  ttc. 


Gently. 


M. 

1  < 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

I.  Soft  be  the  gently  breathing  notes,  That  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love  ;  And  soft  as  tuneful  lyres  abovO' 

_  Soft  as  the  evening  zephyr  floats, 


-p-t-r 


r— r 


iiSillpiliiiipilpp 


2  Soft  as  the  morning  dews  descend, 

"While  warbling  birds  exulting  soar  ; 
So  soft  to  our  almight}'  Friend 
Be  every  sigh  our  bosoms  pour. 

3  Pure  as  the  sun's  enlivening  ray. 

That  scatters  life  and  jo\-  abroad ; 
Pure  as  the  lucid  orb  of  day, 

That  wide  proclaims  its  Maker,  God. 

THE  GUIDING  SPIRIT. 
1  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
"With  light  and  comfort  from  above  ; 
Be  thou  our  guardian  thou  our  guide; 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 


2  To  us  the  light  of  truth  display. 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  thy  way, 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart. 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart, 

3  Lead  us  to  holiness — the  road 

Which  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God; 
Lead  us  to  Christ — the  living  way; 
Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures  stray. 


Lead  us  to  God, — our  final  rest,- 
To  be  with  him  forever  blest; 
Lead  us  to  heaven,  its  bliss  to  sh 
Fullness  of  joy  forever  there. 


JESUS  PAID  IT  ALL 

> — i 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

J  n— ^ 


 K-r 


1.  Noth-ing    eith-ei*  great   or  small,    Re-mains  for  me 

2.  "When  he    from  his    ]of  -  ty  throne,  Stoop'ddownto  do 

^.  jK.     js.  :(?:    -^i       jtL.    A.  js. 


to 
and 


do; 
die. 


Je 

Ev 


CHORUS. 
~t  S- 


sus  died,  and 
erj  thing  was 


paid  it  all, —  Yes 
ful  -  1 J  done ;  "  'Tis 


all  the  debt 
finished !"  was 


owe, 
crv. 


Je  -  sv.s 
Je  -  sus 


paid  it 
paid  it 

 «- 


all,.... 

all,  ttc. 


Its— 


Je  -  sus  paid  it, 


■-  ^ — I  "J 

paid  it  all. 


All  the  debt  I 


owe, 


all, 


Je  -  Eus  died  and  paid  it 

ta~Fw— g: 
-I  1— t  ^-ti-"^-!  ^ 


all  the  debt  I 


Wear}',  working,  plodding  one,  ' 
Oh,  wherefore  toil  3'ou  so  1 

Cease  your  doing — all  was  done 
Ye"*,  ages  long  ago. 
Jesus  paid  it  ail,  &c. 


Till  to  Jesus'  work  you  cling. 
Alone  by  simple  iaith, 

"Doing"  is  a  deadly  thing. 
Your  "doing"  endfs  in  death. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  &c 


Cast  your  deadly  "doing"  down, 
Down  all  at  Jesus'  feet ; 

Stand  in  Him,  in  Him  alone, 
All  glorious  and  complete, 
Jesus  paid  it  alJ,  &c. 


Words  by  FANXY  CROSBY. 


TRUSTINC. 

From 


Fresh  Laurels.' 
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B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  I  will  not  be    afraid  at  night  When  all 
■0 

can*— »— --tz=-— [:?2z=ffi=:p»=a!i 


I     lie,  And  darkness  takes  the  place  of  light ;  For  God  is  nigli. 


K» 

2  His  slielt'ring  arm  supports  mj^  head, 
And  lovingly  he  keei)s 
A  constant  watch  around  my  bed  ; 
God  never  sleeps. 


1^      •  1  j  I  V      »^  ¥ 

3  I  will  not  bo  afraid  to  heiar 
The  rolling  tem])est  wil<l, 
If  Jesus  whisper  iu  my  ear 
I  am  his  child. 


4  I  w 


liiiiiil 


not  be  afraid  to  tread 
The  ])ortHls  of  the  tomb. 
For  Jesus  there  a  light  will  shed 
To  cheer  the  gloom. 


SWEET  LAND  OF  REST. 


CJI. 


W^r.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Sweet  land  of  rest!  for  thee  I  sigh, When  will  the  moment  come  "When  I  shall  lay  my  armor  by.  And  dwell  with  Christ  at 
'2.  No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know,  No  peaceful  sheltering  dome — This  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe, This  world  is  not  my 


j^-C  c  ^ 

I  2d.       I  3  To  Jesus  Christ  I  sought  for  rest. 


REFRAIN.  I  1st. 

home?  Home, home.sweet, sweet  home.  And  dwell  with  Christ  at  home, 
homo.    Home, home, sweet, sweet  home,  This  world  is  not  mv  liome. 

 1  "-t  ax-t- 


To  Jesus  Christ  I  sought  for  rest. 

He  bade  me  cease  to  roam. 
But  fly  for  succor  to  his  breast, 
And  he'd  comiuct  me  home. 
Home,  home,  kc. 

Weary  of  wandering  round  and  round 
This  vale  of  sin  au<l  gloom, 

ig  to  leave  the  unhallowed  ground. 
And  ilwell  witii  Christ  at  home. 
Home,  home  kc. 


I  1. 
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•Worda  by  FAXNY  CR03B\' 


OUR  FATHERS  LONG  AGO. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1. 


icn  across  the  ocean  uide.  Where  the  heavnng  -waters  flow.  Came  the  May-Flower  o'er  the  title,  Witk  our 
2.  Sweetlv  rang  their  evening  hvmn  O'er  that  region  vast  and  wide,  Thro'  the  forest  dark  and  dim,  And  the 


 ^^ra  a  r-    g    i^-  l^r" — •  • — »—r'^-.  ^ 

-■—^  — a^-l-l  :  •;  "ji—V^  —w—w -Va  — ^ — » — ar— h^-^i^— 


 !-- 1- 


>   .  


*-^.s.-T-"   '-  —  '-9-^- 

Fathers  long  a  -  go  :  When  they  near'd  the  rocky  strand.  And  their  chorus  rent  the  air. Children  in  that  pilgrim 
rocking  piuea  replied. 'Twas  a  cold  December  night. And  the  earth  was  robed  in  snow,  lint  ihe  stars  with  nicUovT' 


band  Clasped  their  little  hands  iu  prayer,  Children  in  that  pilgrim  band.  Clasped  their  little  hands  in  pray'r 


li<;ht,  Blest  our  fathers  long 


But  the  stars  with  mellow  light.  Blest  our  fathers  loni 


3  When  the  early  buds  were  seen, 
And  the  robin's  song  was  beard, 
Children  frolicked  on  the  green, 
Happy  as  the  woodland  bird  ; 
Culled  the  daisy  young  and  fair. 
Watched  the  bVookiefs  ijuiet  flow, 
|{:  Banished  every  rl(,uil  of  care 
Yxqxsl  our  fathers  long  ago.  :!1 


4  When  our  country's  banner  bright 
l\)ld  her  deeds  of  noI)le  worth, 
Children  hailed  its  ratliant  light. 

Hailed  the  land  that  gave  them  birth  , 
Children  now  rejoice  to  hear, 

All  their  yontliful  hearts  can  Jiuow, 
i|:  Ami  the  precepts  still  revere 
Of  their  fathers  long  ago.  rfl 


NONE  BUT  JESUS.  267 

From  "Chapel  Melodies."    WorJs  and  ifusic  by  Rev.  R  LOWRY, 

4- 


s,That  could  n 
Holiest  tlioug 

—   •  *  33^=^ 


I  -        -        -        I  .  '      '      '  \ 

1  TVeeping  will  not  save   me — The' my  fiice  were  bathed  in  tears,That  could  not  aMay  my  fears, 

2  Working  will  not  save  me — Pur  -  est  deeds  that  I    can  do,  Holiest  thoughts  and' feelings  too, 


illiiSETi§=?iiiliilii 


Could  not  wash  the  sins  of  years — Weeping  will  nut  save  me.  Je-sus  wept  and  died  for  me 
Can  -  not  form  mv  soul  a  -  •ew — Working  will  not  save  me. 

1  *— r-*  *  ^  •  -"^  


:t  it        rit  rit    m.  'j^' 


- 

1        J  1 

1-*- 

-1* 

— ; — g~ 

in 

III 

Je-su8  suffered  on  the  tree  ;  Je  -  eus  waits  to  make  me  free 
•jm-   -mh    -4P-  -<p-    m_    -g-  -m- 


He 


lone  can  save  m( 

N 


r 

3     Waiting  will  not  save  me — 
Helpless,  guilty,  lost,  I  lie  ; 
In  my  ear  is  mercy's  cry  ; 
If  I  wait  I  can  but  die — 
Waiting  will  not  save  me. 


m 


4      Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me — 
Lot  me  trust  thy  weeping  Son, 
Trust  the  woi-k  that  he  has  done; 
To  liis  arms.  Lord,  help  me  run- 
Faith  in  Christ  will  save  ma. 
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RENFIELD. 


8s  k  7s. 


ROBERTS. 

 1  


Wlicn  ITo  - 
As  tlie 
Je    -  SU8 
Smiled  up  - 


san  -  nas  loud 
Sav  -  ionr  came 
heard  tlieir  lit  - 
on      the    liap  - 


re  -  sound-ing  Ranc? through  Sa 
in     tri-  umph,  [Omit 
tie     voic  -  es,  And      with  gen 
py     ehil-dren,  [Omit 


tie, 


joy 

lor 


fill  -  ij, 


iog  face, 


— r 

--4- 


Children's  voic-  es 
Sub  -  jects  of  his 
.0-     -m-   -m-  -m- 


rose  on  high, 
roy  -  al  grace: 


Hymning    out  the  joy  -  fnl   oho  -  rus,  Shouting  forth  the 
Hushed  the  haughty  priests  to   si  -  lence  By    the  old  pro 
.m.  .ft. 


m 


glad  ac- 
phet-  ic 


claim, 
word  : 


"Mighty  King,  the  Son  of  Da-vid,  Coming  in  Je  -  ho  -  vah's 
"  Forth  from  infant  lips   per-  fect-ed,  Praise  shall  come  before  the 


name.' 
Lord." 


3  Still  the  uii.^hty  King  of  Salem 

Conies  in  holy  triumph  nij-h, — 
Still  hosannas,  loud  resounding, 

Rise  from  infant  tongues  on  high,- 
Still  the  sceptic  and  tlie  scoffer 

Sneer  and  ridicule  the  song, — 
And  the  Saviour  smiles  as  sweetly 

Oil  the  happy  infant  throng. 


In  the  day  when  gathered  millions 

Sing  hosannas,  tar  away, 
'Mid  the  sliining  hosts  of  angels. 

Infant  tongues  shall  swell  the  lay. 
Come  then,  children,  to  the  Saviour, 

Sweetest  welcome  waits  you  here  ; 
And  with  those  hright  hosts  in  heaven 

You  shall  sing  his  praises  there. 


m 


WE  ARE  COMING  BLESSED  SAVIOUR. 
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TVords  by  MRS.  LYDIA  BAXTER 


dradbup.y. 


1.  We  are 


We  are  coming,  bless 

To  meet  tlial  happy  band, 
And  sing  with  them  iforever. 
^Vnd  iu  thy  pre,«ence  stand. 
We  are  coming.  &c. 
To  meet  that  happy  band, 
3  "U'c  are  coming,  Wessed  Saviour, 
Our  Father  s  house  w  e  see — 
A  glorious  mansion  erer 
For  cljiiciren  young  as  we. 
We  are  comir.g.  Aic. 
Our  Father  s  house  wc  see 


 ^  »^  ^  ^ 

4  e  are  coming  blessed  Saviour. 
That  happy  home  is  ours; 

If  here  we  gain  thy  favor 
We  il  reach  those  fragrant  bovrets. 
We  are  coming,  &c. 
That  happy  home  is  ours. 

5  We  are  coming  blessed  Saviour, 

To  crown  our  Jesus  King, 
And  then  with  angels  ever. 
His  praises  we  will  sing. 
We  are  coming.  &o. 
To  crown  our  Jesus  King 
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90LO.  , 


OUR  HOME  WITH  JESUS. 

CflORUS.  SOLO. 


-VJ- 


T.  E.  PERKINS 
CHORUS 


1 .  lly  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair;  We'll  be  gathered 
1 


iifciiig^^iiiiifiiiii^ili 


e:  Nor  death,  nor  sighing,  visit  there,  We'll  be  gathered  home, 


We'll  wait  till  Je-sus  comes,  We'll  wait  till  Je-sus  comes,  We'll  wait  till   Je-sus  comes,  And  we'll  be  gathered  home. 


2  Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine,  &c. 
That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine. — Cho. 

3  My  Father's  house  is  huilt  on  high  ;  &c. 
Above  the  arched  and  starry  sky^ — Cho. 

A  Let  others  seek  a  home  below,  &c. 

Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erthrow. — Cho. 


5  Be  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own,  &c. 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. — Cho 

6  Then  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline,  (Sec. 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine. — Cho. 

7  All  nature  sink,  and  cease  to  be,  &c. 

That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me. — Cho. 


MORN  OF  ZION'S  GLORY. 


;ly  tho 


J — 1- 


j     1    ^  I  r 

1.  Moru  of  Zi-ou's  glo  -  ry.  Brightly  thou  art  breaking,  Ho  -  ly  joy  thy  1 
-J-  -g- 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


t  a  •  waking;  Morn  of  Zi-on'3  glo  -  ry. 
-*  M. 


MORN  OF  ZION'S  GLORY.  Concluded. 
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.!    _JV_J  1 

Is  glad  beliold  thee  : 


r- 

Streiims  of  i 
Far  and  wide.  See  them  glide  ; 


ch  salvation  Flow  to  eve 


Eg 


'  1 


2.         irorn  of  Zion's  glory^ 
Every  human  dwelling 
With  thy  notes  of  joy  is  swelling; 

Morn  of  Zion"s  glory. 
Distant  hills  are  ringing, 
Echoed  voices  sweet  are  singing 

Haste  thee  on, 

Like  the  sun, 
Paths  of  splendor  tracing. 
Heathen  midnight  chasing. 


i — i^-t— r 
Morn  of  Z ion's  glory — 
Now  the  niglit  is  riven  ; 
Now  the  star  is  high  in  heaven; 

Morn  of  Zion"s  glory. 
Joyful  hearts  are  bounding, 
Hallelujah  sweetly  sounding; 
Peace  witli  men 
Dwells  again, 
Jesus  reigns  forever! 
Jesus  reigns  forever! 


ry  Dation. 


SINNER!  COME.   3s  6s. 

1  ,  1- 


 :  ,  J  t:^_,-_^_L^_g,_^_t«_»  «_ 

1.  Sinner!  come,  'Mid  thy  gloom  All  thy  guilt  confessing  ;  Trembling  now,  Contrite  bow.  Take  the  offered  blessing 
,|T=S=S:=:g^cS:=S_=S3p=t=f=:5:rpf=;g=:rS_^ 


2  Sinner!  come.  While  there's  room- 
While  the  feast  is  waiting. 
While  the  Lord.  By  his  word 
Kindly  is  inviting. 


-1 — . — r 

3  Sinner!  come.  Ere  thy  doom, 
Sliall  be  Sealed  forever; 
Novv  return.  Orieve  and  moum 
Flco  to  Christ,  the  Saviovu'. 
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NEVER  BE  AFRAID. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


V.  Never    be    afraid     to  spoakfor    Jesns,Think  how  much  a  word  can  do;  Never  be    afraid  to 
2.  Never    be    afraid     to  work  for    Jesus,     In  his  vine^-ard  day  by  day;  Labor  with  a  kind  and 

« — 0  0  »  m  w— P  —I  0  S— Fffl  01 — I  1  P»  — «»=n— w — 0 — g — ig — g  !*'~4 


CHORUS. 


own  your  Saviour,  He,  who  loves  and  cares  for  yon.  Never  be  afraid,  Never  be  a  -  fraid, 
will  -  ing  spir- it.   He  will  all  your  toil    re-pay.  Never  be    afraid,  &c. 

^  ^  _   -iO-  -g-   


— 10  


Nev 


er,  nev 


er,  nev 


Je- 


sus 


is   your  lov  -  ing  Saviour,  Therefore  never 


be  afraid. 


3  jSevor  be  afraid  to  bear  for  Jesus, 

Keeu  reproaclics  when  they  fall; 
Patiently  endure  your  every  trial, 
Jtsns  meekly  bore  theui  all.  Cho. 

4  Never  be  afraid  to  live  for  Jesus, 

If  you  on  hifi  care  depend  ; 


Safely  shall  you  pass  through  every  trial 
He  will  bring  you  to  the  end.  Cho. 
5  Never  be  afraid  to  die  for  Jesus ; 
He,  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way  ; 
Gently  in  his  arms  of  love  will  bear  you 
To  the  realms  of  endless  da^'.  Cho. 


BARTIMEUS.  Ss&Ib. 
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_  ^___J_^________4 — ^L_I-^_4_._.__— J — f2-J—i-r~l—i-^  n— j  1--P^-r-_  


II  I  II  I 

I.  In  the  crosa  of  Christ  I  glory,  Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time;  All  the  light  of  sacred  story  Gathers  rounrl  its  head  sub' 


2  When  the  ^oea  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy  ; 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me, 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

8  "When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 


4  Bane  and  blessings,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 
All  the  lights  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


CAST  YOUR  CARE  ON  JESUS. 


From  "  Chapel  Melodies,"  by  permission.    Rev.  R.  LOWRY". 


1.  C;v6t  your  care  on    Je  -  sus  ;  He  will  share 
^.         4=-    ^   ^.  .m- 


it.  He  will  bear  it,  There  is  none  like  Je  -  sus. 
.tf.    .a.  m.  -         A  J8.    J^"^  ^ 


2  Cast  your  sin  on  Jesus  ; 
He  will  lake  it, 
Now  forsake  it — 
There  is  none  Ifke  Jesus. 


3  Cast  your  heart  on  Jesus  ; 
Do  not  grieve  him. 
Just  believe  him — 
There  ie  none  liko  Jesua. 
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Joyfnllr.  with  Spirit  and  Energy 


THE  GATHERING. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1^ 


1-  pa:r.-er.    we  t'"^-^- dear    Je  -  sus,  to  bring    The  breatl  fnc?  of  love,  'mid  the  blossoir.;     cf  Sprin?; 

2.  When,  steeping  to  earth  frvia  the  bri^htcess  of  heaven.  Thv  blood  f -r  our   ran  -  som   so   fiee  -  iy  was  gireii  ; 


Our    Ma  -  ker.'  Redeem -eri  we    grate-ful  -  ly  raise     Our  hearts  and  our  voices     ia    hymning    thy  praise. 
Then  designeust  to  iis  -  ten  ■while  children   adore i.     With  jot-  ful  bo  -  sannas — the  bless'd    of   the  Lord. 
•m-            -m-    -m-                                                   >^     \  »^ 
-  —     ~  —   ~  rr  »  .  #  m^r.m  «  a?    i>  ..   m  m  •  


theh:^h-e5t:  Ha.;e-;a 
jm.    ^       ^  ^ 


jah  :    ITal  - le  - 


lli.ie  -  .u  -jah  I  Hosan  •  iia  lo 


an-na   ia    the  high  -  est  I  Halle  -  lu -jah  I 

3  These  arms  vhich  embraced  little  children  of  old, 
S::;i  love  to  encircle  the  lambs  of  the  foid  ; 
That  grace  which  inviteth  the  wandering  home, 
Hath  never  forbidden  the  youngest  to  f\)me. 

Hallelujali.  kc. 

4  Hosanna  I  hosanna  I  Great  Teacher,  we  raise 
Our  hearts  and  cur  voices  in  hymning  thy  praise, 
For  precepts  and  promise  so  graciously  given, 
For  blessings  of  earth  and  tiie  {lories  of  lieav«B> 

Hallelujah,  &c. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  DO  FOR  JESUS 


THEO.  F.  SEWARn. 
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1.  What  sliall  I  do  for  that  kind  Friend  Who  onoe  for  me  so  poor  became ;  Who  had  not  where  to 

2.  For  Him  who  bore  my  sins  a  -  way,  Who  freely  shed  His  blood  for  me,  Who  songht  me  when  I 
,  0  1  1  1  1  .  ff. 


1 — \- 


i 


CHORUS. 


J_i  I  -F-8-— ^    '        i  *  -     #— «^ 


lay  His  head.  Who  suffered  death,  reproach,  and  shame, 
went  a-stray.  Redeemed  my  soul  and  made  it  free. 


What  shall  I  do,  What  shall  I  do. What 
What  shall  I  do,  What  shall  I  do.  .tc. 


I  r-*^  ^ —  1  l-T-^-i  !  7 — •  n 

What  shall  I     do     for  that  kind  friend. 


I  '  H  H- 


For  Him  who,  with  such  tender  lov^ 
Bestows  the  riches  of  His  grace  ; 

For  Him  who  intercedes  above, 
And  for  my  soul  prepares  a  place. 
What  cau  I  do,  &c. 


t 

4  I'll  give  to  Him  my  heart  and  life, 

And  love  and  serve  Him  day  by  day  ; 
And  this  shall  be  my  only  strife. 
That  from  His  fold  I  may  not  stray. 
This  can  I  do.  &c. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  KIDDER. 


0,  WHO  IS  MY  NEIGHBOR? 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  O.    who   is    my  neighbor?  pray  tell     me,  As  I  jour-ney    a  -  long  licre  be  -  low; 

2.  The  world  is    thy  neighbor,    poor  pil  -  grim;     From  the  beg- gar    so    ■uretched    to  see, 
4^  .0.    .0.    jp>.  s  I  S     N      N  >^ 


-b*  u« — '  1- 


For  my  Bi  -  ble  commands  me  to  love  him 
To  the  rich  man  that  rides  in     his    car  -  riage 

.0.  J*.      .0.      .0.      M.  I 

 5; — ^-"-k  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^—^-'^  


As  myself,  And  my  neighbor  I'd  know 
All  a  -  like  have  a    claim  up  -  oh  thee! 

^    ^  N 


gr^S— S.— S— g.— S— .S.-t-S— 57—  — ^*  ^  m  ^  *  S.— " 


Is  it  he  who  sits  down  at  my  ta  -  ble, 
Go  ye  out  in     the  high-ways  anil   hedg-  es, 


My  brother  so  dear  im  -  to  me, 
The    al  -  leys,  the  lanes,  and  the  street 


.^__^_^-JV  h   


I  ^1 


-« — 


--^^  K- 


-_V. 


Or  my  friend  who    hath  done    me      a       fa    -    vor, — 
For  ye  nev  -  er      have  need    to     stand    i     -  die 

 ^  =52  2  C  


,-r-.«3  0  to  r   


My    neighbor,   O,  where  may  he 

The  Avant  of     a     neighbor  to 

>   -g:    -ft    'JL.    -.f-.  ■!*' 

-S  1—  IP  1*  K»  Ijg- 


0,  WHO  IS  MY  NEIGHBOR?  Concluded. 
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— ^ — ^- 


Le?..  Where  may  lie  be?  Oh !  where  may  he 
greet  I  A   neighbor   to    greet, —  A    neighbor  to 


-\e»  10  1  

10  •* 

be  ? . .      My  neighbor,  oli  I  where  may  he  be  ? 
greet,      The  wuut  of    a  neighbor  "to  greet. 

"  ^       ^  ^ 


9. 


3  Drink  deep  from  sweet  charit3''s  fountain  ; 
Little  failings  in  kindness  o'trlook  ; 
For  our  Saviour  bad  pity  for  others, 
And  he  never  his  neighbor  forsook. 


lie  hatb  said  that  a  cup  of  cold  water, 
If  given  in  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

In  that  day  wlien  he  makes  up  his  jewels, 
Shall  meet  with  a  tenfold  reward! 
A  tenfold  reward,  &c. 


MELODY,  or  CHELMSFORD.   C.  M. 


-J — 1- 


CHAPiy 

J  1  !. 


].  Come,  let  us  join  our  clieerful  songs  "W  ith  augels  round  the  throne  ;  Hut  all  then- joys  are  one. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 

N 


2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry. 
To  be  exalted  thus  ; 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply. 
For  he  was  slain  for  us. 
8  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give 
Be.  Lord,  forever  thine. 


4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky. 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  s*  as, 
Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 
DoxoLOGY.— To  Father.  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  bo  evermore. 
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Words  by  C. 
Gently. 


YOUR  SAVIOUR  V;EPT.   cm.  Double. 

-Lsrs  WKPT.— /o/i?z  II  :  25.  WM.  B.  EKADBURY. 


^  -0-        •  -s>-    -m    -g  :  •        -g-    «»-  "     -m-  '  s>-          -g- :  •  *  *    *  • 

I.  Hovr  sweet  iu  every  trying  scene.  That  wounds  the  spirit  here, To  feel  that  JesUS  bore  our  grief,  And  know  he  still  is  near, 
-    -    -      *  m-  ^       ^  -         ,  . 

;  1^    ZT^'  •*   ^   p*"     I        ^   ^   ^     '         I  *   ^  0> 


0  ye  who  o'er  the  couch  of  death  Your  lonely  watch  hare  kept.Tho'  anguish  rend  your  aching  breast, Remember  Jesus  wept. 


 eg    J    j-Lg-J.-^— ^— ^-C  -zxa. 


fc^  *•       1  '  f 

2  He  iToaned  in  spirit  while  he  spoke: 

"Wliere  have  you  laid  the  dead?"' 
"Lord,  come  and  see."  they  niurraured  low. 

He  followed  where  they  led; 
Beneatl)  n  cold  sepulchral  stone 

An  only  brother  slept. 
And  angels  wondered  as  they  gazed. 

For  lo!  the  Saviour  wept. 


1st. 


3  How  oft  the  prayer  our  lips  would  breathe. 
The  heart  aione  may  speak; 
How  oft  the  penitential  tear 

Bedews  the  mourner's  cheek  : 
Poor  cliild  of  toil,  though  dark  and  snd. 

Thy  weary  lot  may  be, 
With  few  to  smooth  life's  rugged  path, 
The  Saviour  wept  for  thee. 
LET  ME  BE  THINE.    From  "Chapel  Melodies."'  W.  BENNETT, 


^4 


,  /Thine.  Lord.  0  may  I  be.  Teach  me  Thy  will,  \ 
Vt)"'"^""  my  c>«ld  heart  to  Thee,[OMlT   ^With  rapture  thrill.  Banish  my  guilty  fear,  Dry  every  bit  -  ter  tear, 


D.  c.  ily  troublr-d  spirit  cheer,   Say, "Peace  be  still.'' 


2. 

Keep  me  in  danger's  hour 
Near  to  Tlij'  side. 

On  me  Tiiy  spirit  pour 
With  me  abide, 


Spirited. 


LET  ME  BE  THINE.  Concluded. 
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Bid  every  doubt  depart, 
Fully  possess  my  iieart. 
Mine  be  that  better  part, 
In  Thee  to  hide. 


Thus  shall  I  sweetly  prove. 

While  here  below, 
Thy  tender  dying  love, 

Thee  truly  know. 


THE  LAND  OF  CANAAN. 


And  when  my  work  is  done4 
When  I  the  race  have  run, 
May  glory's  crown  be  won, 
Sweet  rest  with  Thee. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


tJ         U  I*  w        u*   u*  *  ^  ^  1^ 

1,  We  journey  on  to  the  land  above,  A  land  of  light  and  a  land  of  love  ;  We're  strangers  here,  and  the  lanci  we're  in,  Tho'  a 

2.  A      life  -  tie  while  in  the  land  below,  To  that  above  we  will  shortly  go  ;  A  few  more  days  on  the  pilgrim  road.  Then  we'll 


REFRAIN. 


^  ^  ^ 


:g=FS: 


pleasant  land,  is  a  land  of  sin.  We  are  journey-ing  on  to  the  land  of  Canaan  ;  Travelling  with  Abraliam.  and 
rest  at  home  with  the  Lord  our  God.  We  are  journcy-ing  on     to  the  land  of  Canaan  ;  Travelling  with  Abraham,  *c. 

—  w— — P—  «-»-F^ — «_ 


■m-  -f-  -m-  ■p'--»;-m  -m-  m- 


3 


GhoTUS  to  last  verse. 


We  are  here;  safely  here,  in  tlie  land  of  Canaan  ;  Travelling  with  Abraham,  and 


acand  Jacob,  There  we  shall  dwell.  There  we  shall  dwell,  Ever  in  the 

hind  of  Canaan. 

/SV —  1 — I — I  t-o— W-*  -f-i — 


Isaac  and  Jacob,  Here  we  shall  dwell.  Here  we  shall  dwell,  Ever  in  the 

laud  of  Canaan. 


3  And  while  we  pass  through  the  land  below. 
We'll  look  to  tliat  wlier*  we  soon  shall  go  ; 
And  fix  our  eyes  on  our  Saviour's  throne. 
We  must  seek  for  strength  in  his  grace  alone. 

We  are  journey  iug,  &c- 

4  When  life  is  done,  and  its  conflict  past, 
The  land  above  we  will  gain  at  last. 
And  shout  for  joy,  as  we  enter  in, 
Farewell,  farewell  to  the  land  of  sin  J 

We  are  here,  safely  Jiere.  &c. 


2S0  THE  MASTER  HAS  COME  OVER  JORDAN. 

Extract  from  a  letter  from  Rev.  VTm  Goole'.i.  D.D.,  of  Constantinor^e,  Turkey,  to  Rev.  Dr.  Prime,  of  N'ew  York  : 
I  come  to  ask  a  special  favor  of  you.  viz  :  that  you  will  see  that  '  sweet  singer  in  Israel '  and  composer,  hlr.  wad 
ask  him  to  make  a  tjoe  for  that  beautiful  hymn  beginning  wi:h  '  The  Master  hach  come  over  Jordan.'    The  tune  should 
be  a  very  simple  one  and  suited  to  the  popular  ear,  that  all  the  Chrisrian  mothers  in  the  world  may  learn  to  sing  it  by 

hearing  it  once.    We  shall  pray  that  Brother  may  hs  where  John  was  *on  the  Lord's  day'  (not  in  exiie.  but  in  the 

Spirit)  ;  and  may  be  assisted  to  make  a  tune  which  shall  be  sung  in  every  lai^d  by  every  tongue,  not  only  till  the  be- 
ginning of  the  Miilenmm,  but  straight  through  till  the  very  end  cf  it,  and  even  fir  beyond." 


Words  by  JULIA  GILL.  ilusic  by  Wil.  B .  BR  ADBURY. 


I.  "  Tlie  Mas-ter  has  come  OT  -  er  Jor-dan,"  Said  HaDEa.li,  the  raother  one  day ;    "  He  is  healing  the  people  "^vho 


throng  him,  With  a  touch  of  his  fin  -  ger,  they  say  ;         And  now  I  shall  car  -  ry  the  children — Little 


Eachel.  and  Samuel,  and  John,      Ai.d  dear  lii-tle  Either. the  ba  -  bv.  Forthe  Master  to  look  up  -  on.'' 


THE  MASTER 

2  The  father  then  looked  at  ber  kindly, 
And  said,  as  he  tenderly  smiled, 

"  Ko\r,  who  but  a  foud  lovbig  mother 

"Would  think  of  a  project  so  wild  ? 

If  the  children  were  tortured  by  demorrs, 

Or  dying  with  fever,  'twere  well : 

Or  had  they  the  taiut  of  the  leper, 

Like  many' around  us  w  ho  dwell." 

3  "  Xay,  nay,  do  not  hinder  me,  Natban, 
I  feel  such  a  burden  of  care  ; 

And  if  to  the  Master  I  tell  it, 

That  bunlen  He'il  he^p  me  to  bear: 

If  He  lay  bnt  His  bands  on  the  children, 

My  heart  will  be  lighter,  I  know, 

For  a  blessing  for  ever  and  c.  cr 

Will  follow  them  eacb  as  they  go."' 

4  So,  over  the  mountains  of  Judab, 
Along  with  the  vines  all  so  green, 
With  Esther  asleep  on  her  bosom. 
And  Kachel  her  brothers  between  : 

"With  the  people  who  hung  on  his  t-eaching, 
Or  waited  His  totich  or  His  word  ; 
Through  the  row  of  proud  Pharisees  hastening, 
She  pressed  to  the  feet  of  the  Lord. 

5  "  Xow  why  shouldst  thou  hinder  the  master,'" 
Said  Peter,  "with  children  like  these! 
Thou  knowesL  from  morn  until  evening 

He  is  teaching  and  healing  disease." 
Said  Jesus  :  '•  Forbid  not  the  children. 
Permit  them  to  come  unto  nie  !" 
Then  He  took  in  His  arms  little  Esther, 
And  Eachtjl  He  sat  on  His  K:nee. 

G  The  care-stricken  heart  of  the  mother 
Was  lifted  all  sorrow  above , 


HAS  COME.  Concluded. 
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His  hands  kindly  laid  on  the  children, 
He  blest  them  •nub  holiest  love; 
And  said  of  the  babes  on  his  bosom. 
'  Of  such  are  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 
Then  strength  for  all  duty  and  trial, 
That  hour  to  her  Spirit  was  given. 


O  COME  AXD  BE  HAPPY, 

1  O  come  and  be  happy  with  Jesus, 

For  why  should  we  longer  delay. 
The  pleasures  of  time  that  surround  us, 

Like  shadows  are  passing  away  ; 
His  spirit  is  earnestly  pleading. 

How  tenderly  sweet  is  the  call, 
Then  come  and  partake  of  the  message 

He  offers  so  freely  to  all. 

2  0  come  and  be  happy  with  Jesus, 

Who  died  that  bis  children  might  live, 
To  those  who  by  faith  will  receive  him, 

Tlie  water  of  life  He  will  give; 
Come,  learn  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour, 

How  great  His  compassion  and  lovt, 
Be  willing  His  footsteps  to  follow, 

And  la}^  up  our  treasure  above. 

3  Our  hearts  He  will  guard  in  His  keeping, 

Our  strength  He  will  daily  renew, 
His  beautiful  star  is  before  us, 

Then  gladly  our  journey  pursue; 
0  live  for  a  crown  of  rejoicing, 

And  live  that  we  ever  may  'share 
A  place  in  the  mansion  of  glory. 

Our  Saviour  has  c^ono  to  prepare 


T^ofds  bv  Mrs.  M.  A.  KID^EPv. 

ADAPTilD  TO  ^V5IYBSSi.E 

Sprigh* >  and  Jovoiu, 
 »,  N  ■>    >  .  


THE  BLESSED  SABBATH  SCHOOL. 


y^M.  B.  BRADBirST. 


3.  CTHIH  5:h;;i  occasions. 

-N  >  >  ^S- 


»    9  ^     ^    m      m      •     •  • 


1.  Er-'l.v  ar, 3  bright  in  the  street  san'.ight,  Is    the  blrrse i  S:-.:  b?.:h  rr : -  .red  n    G"i    cur    Kin?  we  wiU 

2.  F:e=::cz  ii  Tou:h,  bu:  :':.e  gerss  of  :ru:h  Tha;  we  g  ean          :;.e  sacrr  ;  j:3g=3     In    our  scho^Di  so  d-irr:ho"  :he 


^     ^     ^     ^  ^  m     m     «  ,     ,  ,   


e'ad  -ly  s}ng,'^iio  haih  causci  iis  glorious  dawning.'^'e"..  h  .sre  a— -.y    e2:h  hap  -  py  day.  Oar  dear  comp'iri:::!: 


s:orm  is  near,  Still  we'll  point  to  the  Rock  of  Ages,  Xc  t:n;e -^e":.  w^s'.e  bu:  giaiiv  haste  While  the  rdeasan:  bei.s  are 
V      S      I         ^'T^,^  s      S  s 

**    ✓    *»  ^ 


.^CHORUS.  c'?5. 


w-.vl  b'.esseJ  Salta'.h  dav,       Heir  a::i  br;_-h:;: 


i::.  S.bjjl.  School. 


HOSANNA  TO  OUR  GLORIOUS  KING. 


283 


F'  om  CuAPEL  ilEioi^iES.    C.  Cr.  ALLEN. 


1.  A  -  dor-ing  saints  lift  up  \o\ir  beads  Be- liold  the  King  of  kiues,   Your  great  deliver  -  er 
-m-     -m-"  -ff-     -ig-     ^m-      -m-  -m- 
jS-  1?"—    1r  "a'  g  g  .  ^  .   ..  L-^-*i-  


 1  i  r — Ui-— ^  — »— ' — - — f — — •  *  

and  your  God  'Whose  word  sal-va  -  tion  brings;    In  loud  tri  -  umphant  songs   of    joy  His 
-m-  •      _  ^ 

"-■'^   — ^  8=8=^;;^s^=£==fg 


CHORUS. 


wondrous  works  prochiim:    Ho  -  sau  -  na   to    our  glorious  King,  Hosan  - 


na    to    His  name. 


— r—\  i — r  I 

2  The  miglity  Lord,  the  Prince  of  peace 
He  reigns  victorious  now, 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth 

Shall  to  his  scepter  bow; 
From  wave  to  wave,  from  clime  to  clime 
Let  every  tongue  proclaim  : 
Hosanna  to  our  glorious  King, 
Hosanna  to  His  name. 


3  Ye  souls  redeemed  from  sin  and  death, 
Ye  bright  celestial  band 
That  shout  and  praise  Him  day  and  night 

As  'round  His  throne  ye  stand,' 
"With  you  we'll  strike  our  golden  harps. 
In  heaven  we'll  soon  proclaim  : 
Hosanna  to  our  glorious  King, 
Hosanna  to  His  name. 


284       LET  TO-MORROW  TAKE  CARE  OF  TO-MORROW. 

"  The  morrow  shall  take  thought  for  the  things  of  itself.— >l/a«.  vi,  34. 
"Words  by  CHAS.  SWAIN".  Music  by  0.  J.  WILLARD. 


1.  Let  to-  morrow  take  care  of  to  -  morrow 

2.  Have  faitB,  and  thy  faith  shall  sustain  thee 


Leave  things  of  the  fu-ture  a  -  lone;    What's- the 
Permit   not  sus  -  pi  -  cion  and  care..   With  in- 


m 


use  to  an  -  ti  -  ci-pate  sor-row? 
viu  -  ci  -  ble  bonds  to  enshrine  thee, 


Life's  troubles  come  ev  -  er  too  soon!...  If  to 
But  bear  what  God  gives  thee  to     bear:...      By  His 


 M — I  M  ^— —  m  m- 


31 


m 


hope   o  -  ver-much  be    an  er-ror, 
Spi  -  rit    sup-  port  -  ed    and  gladdened, 


;=:L:ei 


'Tis  one  that  the  wise  have  pre  -  ferreii :  Ami  how- 
Be  ne'er  by  forebod-ings  de  -  terred  ;  But 


TO-MORROW  TAKE  CARE  OF  TO-MORROW.   Concluded.  2?o 


 a»  


cr:  -  en    have  hearts  ceen 
•.LiLk      hu-A-  Learts  Lave  lee; 


Of  e  -  t:;s  th^-  rev  -  er  oc  -  c:ir:ci 
Bv   fear  cf    ^vbatcer-  er      oc  -  ciirrc( 


CHORUS. 


To  -  mor  -  ro"- 


To  -  iror  -  tott.. 

 9— 


— 

Let  to  -nior-ro^  ta:-te  care  or     to  -  mOi 


Let  to-morroT  take  care  of  to-raorrow  ; 


may  make  it  still  darker  by  sorrow — 
Stiil  ehorter  by  folly  and  fear  ; 


Half  onr  troubles  are  our  own  invention, 

And  often  from  blessings  conferred  : 
"VTe  have  shrunk  in  the  vrild  appreaension 
Of  evils  tliat  never  oceurrea. — Cm. 


286      Words  by  K.  C. 


OUR  DEAREST  FRIEND. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 


 p^- 


-J^-J  S^J- 


1.  Jesus  is   our  dearest  friend. So  tend-er,  tried,  and  true ;  His  -warm  love  will  never  end.Thatlove  is  always  new. 

tr: 

t  '■^-t'-r- 


CHORUS. 


BE? 


n — ^— 


:«-E*rz:S«z-*zi 


._^L.^J  ^  ^  &5_J- 


Then  bail,  all  hail  to  Jesus' name  I  To  sa\e  our  souls  fioru  death  he  came ;  And  lie  for- ev 
j  ■  -  — ^-iiK— L— ^— P  


_.t:  ^__j^._^_c  . — ^•-'^  ^  I  ^-Cjg-ti_P=f: 


er   is  the  same  :  O 


 N  ^  P— J  b-.  1— n  ,  ^  1  w-  J  !— r->s  ^  ^  f 

praise  him,  praise  him  ev-er- more.  Yes,  he  for-cv-  er    is  the  same:  O  praise  him,  praise  him  ever-more. 


2  Jesus  is  our  faithful  Guide, 
"We'll  never  go  astray, 
While  we  linger  near  his  side, 
And  he  directs  our  way, —  Cho. 

8  Jesus  is  our  only  Guard  ; 
And  still  his  mighty  arm, 


I  ^ 


Tho'  the  way  be  rough  and  hard, 
Will  keep  us  safe  from  harm. — Cho. 

4  Jesus  is  our  All  in  All, 

Our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
On  his  name  we'll  humbly  call 
And  still  his  praises  sing. — Cho. 


Moderato. 


From 


THE  LAND  BEYOND  THE  RIVER.  287 

Silver  Chime,"'  by  !)e!-mi.-.-ion.  Wordj  and  irusio  by  H  L.  FRISBIE. 


1.  No  inor  -  tai  t-ye  that  lami  hnth  seen,  Re-yon<I.  beyond  the   riv  -  er, 

2.  No  cankering  care  nor  nior-tal  strife,  Be-youd,  beyond  the  riv  -  er. 


Its  smil  -  ing  val-leys,  hills  so  green, 
But  hap  -  py,  nev- er  -  end-iug  life, 


i;e-yond,  be-yond  the  riv - 
Be  -  yond,  be-youd  the  riv  -  er. 
I.N  I 


Its  shores;  are  com-ing  near  -  er, 
Thro' the     e  -  ter  -  nal  hours, 
Jg.  M. 


The  skies  are  growing  clear-er,  Each 
God's  love,  in  heavenly  show-ers.  Shall 


REFRAIN. 


day  it  seem-eth  dear-er.  That  land  beyond  the 
wa  -  ter  faith'3  fair  flow-ers     lu  the  land  beyond  the 


riv  •  er. 
riv  -  er. 


We'll  stand  the  storm,  we'll  stand  the  storm.  1:3 
We'll  stand  the  storm,  etc. 


3  That  glorious  day  will  ne'er  be  done.  Beyond,  etc. 
When  we've  the  crown  and  kingdom  won.  Beyond,  etc. 
Tiiere  is  eternal  ])leasure, 
And  joys  that  none  can  measure. 
For  those  who  have  their  treasure  In  the  land,  etc« 


4  When  shall  we  look  from  Zion's  hill.  Beyond,  etc. 
With  endless  bliss  our  hearts  shall  thrill,  Beyond;  etc. 
There  angels  bright  are  singing 
Wliere  golden  harps  are  ringing. 
We  ne'er  shall  cease  our  singing  In  the  land,  etc. 
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"Words  by  Mrs.  H.  N.  BEERS. 


JESUS  DIED  FOR  ME. 

"PIe  died  that  we  miget  live." 

ilusic  hy  TVir.  B.  BRADBURY, 

J — 1  !  !_._^  :  ,  !  Jk. 


1.  Althouc:liI  fim  a  sin-ful  cliild,Je-sus  is  my  Saviour — Withguiltmyheartisalldefil'd,  Jesusdiedfor  me. 
J  rill 


!    I    I  I 


CHORUS.              I          GiKLS.  Boys. 
 ^^-1  \  !—  ^'J_'  !  L^-J  ^-u_-«?-r— '-.J  !_J^— 1_J  n 


I  sing  the  love  of  Jesus-He  died  for  me--He  died  for  me-His  precious  blood  can  cleanse  us, Once  shed  on  Calvary. 


1    J  J. 


J  I  J. 


2  Though  but  a  child,  I'll  do  Hie  will, 

Jesus  is  my  Saviour — 
I'll  hear  His  voice,  and  follow  still — 
Jesus  died  for  roe. 

I  sing  the  love  of  Jesns,  Ac. 

3  Around  iny  feet  is  many  a  snare, 

Jesus  is  my  Saviour — 
I'll  seek  Him  every  day  in  prayer, 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

I  sing  the  love  of  Jesus,  &c. 

4  And  since  His  service  I've  boguii, 

Jesus  i*  my  Saviour — 


I'll  tell  His  love  to  every  one, 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

I  sing  the  love  of  Jesus,  <fec. 


5  "When  all  my  duties  here  are  done, 
Jesus  is  my  Saviour — 
He'll  take  me  nearer  to  His  throne, 
Jesus  died  for  me. 

There  I  shall  be  with  Jesus, 

"Who  died  for  me,  who  died  for  me, 
And  sing  the  love  of  Jesus 
Through  all  eternity. 


Words  br  FAXXY  CROSBY. 
DUET. 


TRY  TO  LIVE  LIKE  JESUS. 

THE  SABBATH  SCHOLARS'  COMPACT. 


28^ 

Wif.  B.  BRADBURY. 


I.  Let  us  all  from  day  to  day,  Try  to  live  like  Je  -  sus  ;  Hand  in  hand  we'll  go, 
CHORUS 


In  our  path  be  -  low. 


His  presence  then  will  be  our  guide,  And  ev'ry  hour  will  sweetly  glide,  And  we  shall  all  rejoice,  rejoice.  And  we  shall,  etc. 


2  Lore  our  parents,  God's  command, 
First  command  with  promise, 
That  we  long  may  live 
In  ihe  land  he'll  give. 

His  presence  then  will,  etc. 


3  Let  us  one  and  all  engage, 
That  like  friends  and  brothers 
We  in  peace  will  live. 
And  our  foes  forgive. 

His  presence  then  will,  etc. 


CHANT. 


4  Let  us  never  do  a  wrong, 
Howsoever  tempted  ; 
But  in  deed  and  word 
Love  and  serve  the  Lord. 

His  presence  then  will,  etc. 


WW.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Fatber,  I  know  thy  ^vays  are  just,  Al-  |  though  to  me  un-  |  known  ;  |I  0,  grant  me  grace  thy  love 

to  trust,  and  cry,  f''TIiy  will  be  |  done." 

2.  If  thou  shouhist  hedge  with  "thorns  my  path.  Should  [  wealth  and  friends  be  ]  gone,  I|  Still,  with 

£rm  and  lively  faith,  I'll  cry,  |  "  Thy  will  be  |  done." 

3.  Although  thy  steps  I  cannot  trace.  Thy  ]  sovereign  right  I'll  [  own ;  [j  And,  as  instructed  by  thy 

grace.  Til  cry,  |  '-Thy  will  be  |  done." 

4.  'Tis  sweet  thus  passively  to  lie  Be-  |  fore  thy  gracious  ]  throne,  j|  Concerning  every  thing  to  cry 

"My  Father's  j  will" be  1  done," 


290      Quick  and  Lively. 


DO  GOOD. 


WM.  B.  BP.AUBORT. 


1.  Do  frood.  do  good,  there  is     ev  -  er    a    M'av,  There's  a  war  where  there's  ever    a     u-ill  ;  Don't 

2.  If  wealth  be  yours,  theu  he    will  -  ing   to    part  With  a     por-tion.at  least,  of  tout  wealth,  Aud. 


wait  till  to-mor-row,  but  do  it  to-dav.  And  to-day  u-hen  to  morrow  comes,  still.  Do  good,  do  good,  there's 
prove  you  are  grateful  to  God  from  your  heart.  And  your  neighbor  you  love  as  yourself.  Do  good,  etc. 


i 


m 


ev  -  er    a  -  way,  There's  a  way  where  there's  ever     a      wiii ;       Don't  wait  till     to  -  mor- row,  but 

— r-w  g  ■  g  ^ 


,          N      N      ts  S 


do     it    to  -  dav,  Aud  to  -  uav,  when  to-mor-row  comes,  still,  And  to  -  dav,  when  to-mor-row  comes,  still. 

j».  1  _        N      S      I  A    JB.    Ji.     Ji.    Jl.    JB.    Jt    ^.    jS.  . 


Words  written  for  tki^s  ioork. 


DO  GOOD.  Concluded. 


291 


8  Perhaps  you're  poor — and  hare  little  to  spare, 
There  are  some  not  so  favored  as  you  ; 
If  only  a  shilling — bestow  it  with  care, 
And  remember  the  good  it  may  do. 
Cho, — Do  good,  etc. 

4  Go  help  the  weak,  and  the  erring  restore 
To  the  path  that  in  childhood  they  trod  ; 


And  if  they  repulse  you.  then  try  it  once  more, 
Till  you  lead  them  to  virtue  and  God. 
Cho. — Do  good,  etc. 

0  Do  s:ood  to  all,  and  their  burdens  bear : 
'Tis  the  M'ill  of  your  Father  in  heaven  ; 
Remember  this  coimcil — wherever  you  are, 
That  in  secret  your  alms  should  be  given. 
Cho. — Do  good,  etc. 


EVENING  HYMN.  L.M. 


TALLI3. 


1.  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night.  Keep  me, O  keep  me  King  of  kings, 

For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light :  Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 


Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
Tlie  ill  which  1  this  day  liave  done; 
That  with  tlie  world,  myself,  and  thco, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Kise  gloi'ious  at  the  judgment^ay. 


O  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose, 
And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close; 
Sleep,  which  shall  me  more  vig'rous  make. 
To  serve  my  God,  when  I  awake. 

Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  th\'  paternal  care  : 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  abovo 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  love. 
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SONG  OF  FAITH. 


■  THESE  ALL  DIED  I.\  FAITH,  NOT  HAVIXCJ  RECEIVED  THE  PROMISES. 

,     _j       ,       ,    FULL  CnORUS  / 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


:S=S= 


1.  Had  I  but  the  faith  of  pions    Abel,  (Oh,  for  this  living  faith!)  Had  I  but  the  faith  of  pious  Abel, 


S:;|E*-gz:g-g=*—  ^  

 ^-s»»— ^— >»— i  1 — '  ' — 


-^-^  ca— a— i 

-0  — «  I  ;  


FULL  CHORUS. 


Happy  would  I  be 


m 


REFRAIN.   _ 

^  ^tE  '  — p—  -Fi 


-J  !  !_ 


For  the  sacrifice  he  brought,  By  simplefnith  was  given;  It  gain'd  the  precious 


boon  he  sought,  The  lore,  the  smile  of  heaven. 
-g-a-g-g-#.    ji.    A  I      I  I 


Tw  a  faith  that  works  by  love,  That  pu-ri  -  fies  the  Jieart,    It  works  hy  love,  and 

For  the  gloomy  vale  of  death 

His  footsteps  never  trod  : 
He  went  to  heaven  on  wings  of  faith,— 
For  Enoch  walked  with  God. 

Had  I  but  the  faith  of  good  old  Noah, 

(Oh,  for  this  living  faith  !) 
Had  I  but  tlie  faith  of  good  old  Noah, 
Happy  would  I  be  : 

Twas  by  faith  he  built  the  ark, 
And  though  by  tempest  tossed, 
It  saved  him  from  the  waters  dark, 
When  all  the  M'orld  was  lost. 


pmijies  the  heart,  And  a  -  vercomes  the  world, 
2  Had  I  but  the  faith  of  holy  Enoch, 

(Oh,  for  this  living  faith!) 
Had  I  but  the  faith  of  holy  Enoch, 

Happy  would  I  be  : 

*  These  lines  may  be  suug  at  the  close  of  the  piece,  or  at  the  end  of  each  or  every  other  stanza. 


SONG  OF  FAITH 

4  Had  I  but  the  faith  of  faithful  Abram,  | 
(Oh,  for  this  livino:  faith!) 
Had  I  but  the  faith  of  faithful  Abram,  ' 
Happy  would  I  be: 

For  he  left  his  native  plain,  7 

And  sought  a  stranger  land; 
His  only  son  he  ■vcould  have  slain, 

By  fai'th  in  God's  command.  ! 
6  Had  I  but  the  faith  and  meekness  of  Moses,  j 
(Oh,  for  this  living  fnith!) 
Had  I  but  tlie  faith  and  meekness  of  Moses,  I 
Happy  would  I  be : 

Through  the  wilderness  he  trod,  g 

He.  Israel's  chosen  guide  ; 
Yet  never  lost  his  faith  in  God, 
Though  oft  severely  tried. 
6  Had  I  but  the  faith  of  praying  Joshua, 
(Oh,  for  this  living  faith!) 
Had  I  but  the  faith  of  praying  Joshua, 
Happy  would  I  be  : 
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'Twas  by  faith  he  called  on  God, 

In  battle  wild  and  shrill  ; 
And  in  the  valley,  at  his  word 
The  sun  and  moon  stood  fitill. 
Had  I  but  the  faith  of  the  Christian  Martvrs, 

(Oh,  for  this  living  faith  I) 
Had  I  but  the  faith  of  the  Christian  Martyrs. 
Happy  would  I  be : 

They  were  racked  with  torturing  pains, 

Yet  brilliant  was  their  faith  ; 
It  shone  above  the  burning  flames. 
Triumphant  over  death. 
Had  I  but  the  f;iith  that  never  falter.", 

(Oh.  for  this  living  faith!) 
Had  I  but  the  faith  that  never  falters, 
Happy  would  I  be. 

Saviour,  may  thy  grace  divine 

This  living  faith  impart  ; 
A  faith  that  sweetly  works  by  love, 
And  purifies  the  heart. 


THY  WILL  BE  DONE, 

Fine. 


D  C. 


1.  Thy  will  be  I  done  !  |  In  devious  way  The  hurryiDg  stream  of  |  life  may  [ran  ;1|  Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  sav.  | 

I  Thy  will  he  I  done  ! 

2.  Tliy  will  be  I  done  !  ||  If  o'er  us  shine  A  gladdening  and  a]  prosperous  [sun  J]  This  prayer  shall  make  it  more  diyiue:— | 

|Thy  will  be|done  I 

8.  Thy  will  beldone  :  ||  Though  shrouded  o'er  Our  path  with  gloom,  one|comfort.lono,||Is  ours— to  breathe  while 
adore,  IThy  will  beldouel  , 
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BLESSED  BIBLE. 

Thy  •word  hate  i  hio  ix  >iY  heart  "—David. 


TVords  by  Mes.  DOCT.  PALMER. 
mp 


Music  by  "^M.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Bles  -  eed   Bi  -  Lie!  how  I    lore    it  I    How  it  doth     mj   bo  -  som    cheerl  What  on 


^^^^ 


earth  like  this  to     co  -  vetl  Oh,  what  stores  of  wealth  are  liere  I   Man  was  lost    and  doom'd  to 


sor  -  row,  Not  one  .ray  of  lighter  bliss  Could  he  from  earth's  treasures  borrow,  Till  his 
-g-   ^  .    -  s     >     s   J*.  J  3  _  


— <v  (*  -_S_C_ 


way  was  cheer'd by  tliis.  Blessed  Bi  -  ble.  Blessed  Bi -ble,  hcwtboud.istTnYspir-it  cheer,  cbeer. 


BLESSED  BIBLE.  Concluded. 
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2  Yes,  ril  to  ray  bos-om  press  thee  ; 
Precious  Woi\i,  I'll  hiJe  thee  here, 
Sure  ni}'  very  heart  will  bless  tliee, 

For  thou  ever  say'st  "  Good  cheer!" 
Speak,  poor  lieart.  and  tell  thy  pond'rings, 

Tell  how  far  thy  rovings  led. 
When  this  book  brought  back  thy  wand'rings, 
Speaking  life  as  from  the  dead. 
Blessed  Bible !  &C. 


Yes.  sweet  Bible!  I  -will  hide  thee 

Deep — yes,  deeper  in  tliis  heart  ; 
Thou  llirouirh  all  my  life  wilt  guide  rae, 

And  in  death  we  will  not  part. 
Part  in  death!  no,  never!  never! 

Through  death's  vale  1  11  lean  on  thee  ; 
Then  in  worlds  above,  forever, 

Swet-ter  still  thy  truths  shall  be. 
Blessed  Bible  !  &c. 


JESUS'  LITTLE  LAMB, 

INFANT  CLASS  SONG. 


Wir.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  I    am    Je  -  bus' lit  -  tie  Lamb,  Therefore  glad  and  gay  I  am  ;    Jesus  loves  me,  Jesus  knows  me, 
-     -     -    _^   gf_ 


^__> — ^ 


All  that's  good  and  fair  he  shows  me,Tends  me  ev-'ry  day  the  same,   Even  calls  me  by  my  name,  ' 


Out  and  in  I  safely  go, 
Want  or  hunger  never  know, 
Soft  green  pastures  He  disci osetli, 
Where  his  happy  flock  reposeth  ; 
When  I  faint  or  thirsty  be, 
To  the  brook  he  leadei'h  me. 


Should  not  I  be  glad  and  gay? 
In  this  blessed  fold  all  day  ; 
By  this  Holy  Shepherd  tended, 
Whose  kind  arms,  wiicn  life  is  ended, 
Bear  me  to  the  world  of  light? 
Yes!  oh,  yes,  mv  lot  is  brijjht! 
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CLIMBING  UP  ZION'S  HILL. 


LlTTLB  Artuur  Baix,  with  tremulous  voice  and  moistened  eyes,  uttered  these  wordt  in  the  cIa«8-room ; 
Vofds  by  Rev.  J.  G.  CHAFEE.  Melody  by  PHILLIP  PHILLIPS.    Arr.  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  "I'm  trying  to  climb  up  Zion's  hill." 


For  the  Saviour  whispers,  '"Love  me;' 


Tlio'  all  beneath  is  dark  as  death, 

Yet  the  stars  are  bright  a- 


bove  me.  Then  upward  still  to  Zion's  Hill,  To  the  land  of  joy  and  beauty,5ry  path  before, Shines  more  and  more,  As  it 


REFRAIN. 

1st  Semi-Chorus. 


Full  Cuorus. 
2d  Semi-Ciioeus.    ^     I  ill 


^^^^^ 


nears  the  golden  ci  -  ty.  I'm  climbing  up  Zion's  hill,  I'm  climbing  up  Zion's  hill,  Climbing,  climbing,  climbing  up  Zion's 

 —r  •g--gl  -g-,g-^--g-*-pJ.l'^!-' 

>  >  ^  ^ 


2  I  know  I'm  but  a  little  child, 

My  strength  will  not  protect  me  ; 
But  then  I  am  the  Saviour's  Iamb, 
And  he  will  not  neglect  me. 

Then  all  the  time, 

I'll  try  to  climb 
This  holy  hill  of  Zion  ; 

For  I  am  sure. 

The  way  is  pure, 
And  on  it  comes  "no  lloB.''  Cho, 


3  Then  come  with  me,  we'll  upward  go, 
And  climb  this  hill  together  ; 
And  as  we  walk,  we'll  sweetly  talk, 
And  sing  as  we  go  thither. 

Then  mount  up  still 

God's  holy  hill. 
Till  we  reaqlj  the  pearly  portals  ; 

Where  raptured  tongues 

Proclaim  the  songs 
Of  the  sfiiniug-robed  Immortala.  Ck» 


GIKL3. 


PRECIOUS  IS  THE  TIME.       ^.  b.  eradburt. 

Ail.  Giels.  All. 


^-J  ^r-^  n 

N — ✓  .0 
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1 .  '^e  mast  ^abor  w 

2.  D3  we  :rv  :he  r; 


.i'c 'tis  dav.  Precious  is  the  tinie  : 
h:  :o  choose.  Free:  ras  ii  the  tin:-? ; 


Soon  the  lizht  will  faie  aT.iv,  Prec:-.U3  is  the  lime; 
Xo:  a  mosiea;  ehould  we  loose,  Pr-c;otis  is  the    tiiiie  ; 


A  *^  * 

s 

m-T-^» — ' — 

— •  0  <9  •-J 

-<»'   ^ 

u  ^  !  j^a,     a-  c 

G:?.L3. 


Whatso- e  cr  we  find  to  do,  Let  us  with  oar  might  parsoe,  Seeping  still  one  thought  in  view.  Precious  is  the  time. 
Life  is  like  a  morning  flower,  Blooming  in  a  fragrant  bower,  Droopinj,  dying  in  an  hour,  Precious  is  the  tinie. 

•   '.  ^-^-jj'^   -         ^  '  _     _    _  _ 





FULL  CHORUS. 


3  Have  we  sought  our  Father's  love  ? 

Precious  is  the  time  ; 
Live  vre  for  our  home  above  !  , 

Precious  is  the  time  : 
Do  we  daily  kneel  in  prayer. 
Thankii;?  God  for  all  his  care, 
Grirateful  for  the  gifis  we  share  ? 

PrecLoua  is  the  ihiiQ. — Cho. 


4  "We  must  labor  while  'tis  day, 
Precious  is  the  time  ; 

Soon  the  light  wiil  fade  away, 
Precious  is  the  time ; 

Whatioe'er  we  find  to  do. 

Let  us  witli  our  might  pursue. 

Keeping  sliil  oue  thought  in  vim 
Precious  is  the  ihue. — Cha. 


"^'ords  isrUten  fzr  t'tis  icork. 
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1.  Gushing 

2.  Qui  -  et 


THE  SPARKLING  RILL. -J^-        w.  b.  bradbury. 

_      y   m 

-« — m   2  — h« — *  «-«-«#  — 2  -   '  ' — '-— Ph  '  ^ — H  y^am — h*l  »  5— J 

 ^-ttf   «_t^_g-_^  g__^_tg — j_t^_^_^  gij 

so  bright  in  the  morn-iiig  light  Gleams  the  water   in  your  foun  tain  ;  And  as  pure  ly,  too,  as  the 
ly  glide  in  their  silv  -  ery  tide.  Pearly  brooks  Irom  rocks  to  val  -  ley  ;  And  the  flashing  streams  m  the 
 Fr_pr_  ^,  r^—.  .  i^_.p^^_^_^_^.g^ 

 1  


i 


'I — I — t — 


CHORUS. 


ear  '  ly  dew,  That  gems  the  dis  -  tant  mountain.  Then  drink  your  fill  of  the  gushing  rill,  And 
broad  sunbeams,  Like    ban  -  nered    ar-miesral  -  Iv.     Then  drink  your,  etc. 


I  ^—^-^  V — t 


--l-r-l  


leave  the  cup  of   sor  -  row.  Though  it  shine  to  -  night  in  the  gleaming  light,  'Twill  sting  thee  on  the  morrow. 


1  I 


li 


3  Touch  not  the  wine,  though  it  brightly  shine, 
When  a  purer  draught  is  given  ; 
A  gift  so  sweet  our  wants  to  meet, 
A  beverage  bright  from  heaven. 

Cuo. — Then  drink  vour  till,  etc 


4  0  fountain  clear,  with  a  heart  sincere, 
We  will  praise  thy  glorious  Giver : 
And  when  we  rise  to  our  native  skies, 
We'll  drink  of  life's  brighter  river. 
Clio. — Then  drink  your  till,  etc. 


^  Words  adapted /vr  this  work. 


THE  COOLING  SPRING, 

Opposite  oar  chamber  widow  is  a  dear.  cc<il.  never  faiiin*  sprinj  ;  ar     -  : 
tirely  disconnected  from  :c.  is  »  srri.hr  j.  onnbimj.  sin^ine  little  bro<.k,  :ir 
Ij  awakens  ns  a:  e\'  r  dj.wa.— The  r^rso-nji.    M-.q:  C.a:.-.  Ja:;.-  I=o4. 
SEMI-CHOR-S. 

 .  ^  ^  *  X  ^  c  .  ^ 
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r  TierrilT  along  by  itj  iide,  ye:  en- 

:  .u:;s  us  to  sle^p  a:  nigt:.  acd  gect- 

VTM.  B.  E?.Ar3U?.T. 


l.(  a  good  -Iv  thing   is  the   coo'.icg  spring.  By  tue  rock  where  :h?  m io:h  er-jw  :  Tcere  :s 

-  -i-  \  And  as  pure  as  lieaven  is  the  wa  -  ter  given.  And  its  stream  is  for  -  ev  -  er    new  ;  '^Tis  dis  - 


lit  -  tie  spring.  Sparkle  on.  Sparkle  on,  Mfcrrv.  merry,  lit  -tie  spring.  Sparkle  oa  for  me. 
silv'ry  Lrook.  Ripple    on,  R:pp":e     on.  Ripple,  ripple,  silv'ry  brook.  Ripole  on   for  rce. 


1 


3  Lei  them  £.iy  'lis  weak,  but  it's  strength  1 .'.  4  0.  I  lore  to  drir.k  frora  the  foaming  lri::k. 
setk.  i       Of  the  babbling,  the  cooiiog  spring ; 

And  rejoice  while  I  own  its  sway :  For  the  bright  drops  that  shiae  more  refrc«Uiiig 

For  its  murmur  to  me  is  the  echo  of  glee,  than  wine. 

And  it  laughs  as  it  bounds  ?.way.     C-.o.  And  its  praise,  its  praise  we'U  sing.  Cio, 


^f'O  BRIGHT  MANSIONS. 

"A  MESRT  HEAET  DOETH  GOOD  LIKE  A  MEDICI.NE."- 
1      1st       I  2i 


■Pror.  17,  22. 
I  REFRAIX. 


v.  B.  B. 


5  "I  feel  like  sinking:  all  the  time.'' ^fy  heart  with  joy  is  ringing  : 
I  Since  Jesus  Lath  my  sins  forgiven,  I'm  happiest  when  I'm 


0  happy  they  who  reach  that  place 

Where 


sorrow  cometh  nev  -  er; 


"Who  rest  witiiin  his  lor-ing  arms  For-ev  - 


2  Since  I  have  found  a  Saviour's  love, 

To  him  my  hopes  are  clinging; 
I  feel  so  happy  all  the  time, 

My  heart  is  always  singing. — Cho. 

3  A  light  I  never  knew  before, 

Around  my  path  is  breaking, 
And  cheerful  songs  of  grateful  praise, 
My  raptured  soul  is  waking, —  Cho. 

4  I  Bee  in  heaven  some  mansions  bright, 

The  uoonday  soon  outshining ; 


For  those  who  feel  the  Saviour's  love 
Around  their  hearts  entwining. — Cho. 

'•I  feel  like  singing  all  the  time," 
I  have  no  thought  of  sadness  ; 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away, 
He  tuned  my  heart  to  gladness. — Cho. 

Each  moment,  as  it  glides  away, 
Some  new  delight  is  bringing; 

Redeeming  love.  0  blessed  theme. 
My  heart  is  always  singing. —  Cho. 


*  The  Refrain  may  be  snug  after  every  second  stanza. 


GOLDEN  HILL.  C.  M. 
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Sloi 


i  -m      ^      -m-  -s- 


2  Make  an  nngunrded  yonth 

The  object  of  thy  care ; 
Help  rne  to  choose  the  way  of  truth, 
And  fly  from  every  snare. 

3  My  heart  to  folly  prone. 

Renew  by  power  divine  ; 
Unite  it  to  thyself  alone. 
And  make  me  wholly  thine. 

4  O  let  thy  word  of  grace 

My  warmest  thoughts  employ; 
Be  this,  through  all  my  foilowiag  days. 
My  treasure  and  my  joy. 

5  To  what  thy  laws  impart, 

Be  niy  whole  soul  inclined  ; 
0  let  them  dwell  within  ray  heart, 
And  sanctify  mv  mind. 


AWAKE,  AND  SING 
1  Awake  and  eincr  the  song 
Of  Moses  ancl  the  Lamb! 


"^^'ake  every  heart,  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name! 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  lore — 

Sing  of  his  rising  power — 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 
For  us  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing,  till  we  feel  our  heart 

Ascending  with  otir  tongue; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  depart. 
And  grace  inspire  our  song. 

4  Sing  OH  your  heavenly  wav. 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing  ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ  th'  eternai'King. 

5  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, — 

'Ye  blessed  children,  cornel' 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  awav, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

6  There  sha'.l  our  raptured  tongue 

His  endless  praise  proclaim  ; 
And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  I 


302  YOUNG  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  CROSS. 

^Vor<^s  by  Mrs.  E.  M.  SAXGSTER.  WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

Spirited  and  Energetic. 


1.  Go  forth,  youDg  soldier     of    the  Cross,     The  bat  -  tie  hour   is   nijrh,     Aad  ve  hare  bound  the    ar  -  mor 

2.  Be     watchful,  ar  -  my    of     the  Cross,     Tlie   foe      is     lurking  niirh  ;    A     soul  must  be      the  miphty 


^       on.       And  sworn     to    do     or     die.       Our  bu  -  g!e  ne'er  gh.ill  sound  re  -  treat    'While   Je    -  sus  leads  us 
loss,     If      but       one  soldier     die.       'U'hene'er  vou  dare    the  hos  -  tile  ranks,  For  -    get     not   that  with 

 pan.— g— lit  —     ~    p— — 


s     s  K 


FULL  CHORUS. 


^       ^      \^       t  ^       ^       ^  1  > 

on:  >Ve  will  not  lay  our  weai...r^3  by  Un  -  til  we  wear  the  crown.  A  beauti-ful  crown  is  waiting  for 
in    There  hides  a  most    ter  -  ri  -  fic     f>>e.    The  wi   -  ly    "inbred  sin."'       A  beauti-ful     crown,  &:o. 


L«  j^|^^j^_L  ^^_^j^L^,^_______j^_[  Z^Z^-^  9'-^»-- 

anc 

m 


you,     Far  a-wav  in  the  prou^is'd  land;  A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting  for  me,    Far  a  -  wav  in  the  promised  land. 
 r==rzprr==zrrS3;^paiz:p^^gr^pgzizz^r— =grgr[:g=rz=-rpz=r^i — — 


YOUNG  SOLDIER  OF  THE  CROSS.  Concluded. 


303 


8  On  guard,  yonng  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
Througb'^all  the  weary  night, 
With  praise  and  pi-ayer  relieve  your  care. 

And  keep  your  armor  bright. 
Tour  Jesus  once,  "  without  the  camp," 

Bought  liberty  for  you  ; 
Then  bravely  fight  for  truth  and  right, 
And  keep  your  crown  in  view. 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  &c. 


4  Eejoice,  young  soldier  of  the  Cross, 
The  victory  is  sure  ; 
The  harp,  the  palm,  are  waiting  all 

"Who  to  the  end  endure  ; 
Your  weary  feet  shall  walk  the  street 

All  paved  with  gold,  on  high  ; 
And  he  who  wore  a  crown  of  thorns, 
"Will  crown  you  in  the  sky 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  &:c 


-Tane, 


THE  STANDARD  OF  THE  CROSS. 

MISSIONARY  SONG 
1  The  sacred  banner  of  the  Cross, 
The  pledge  of  victory  won 
By  him  who  in  his  anguish  cried, 
"Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 
Ye,  who  have  borne  through  many  a  field 

Its  blood-stained  colors  fair, 
Go  where  your  dear  Eedeemer  trod. 
And  plant  that  standard  there, 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  &c. 


2  On  Jordan's  bank,  on  Olives'  mount, 
And  all  those  dewy  plains 
Where  Judah's  harp  in  happier  times 
Bang  out  its  tuneful  strains  : 


'•Young  Soldier." 

Its  chords  are  mute — their  song  no  more 

Awakes  the  trembling  air  ; 
Yet  Jesus  trod  those  lovely  wilds  : 
Go  plant  that  standard  there. 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  &c. 
Jerusalem  shall  yet  rejoice 
To  hail  Messiah's  reign  ; 
The  solitary  place  be  glad, 
The  desert  bloom  again  ; 
Hf  r  ruin'd  towers,  her  crumbled  walls, 

Their  ancient  glory  wear  ; 
The  crescent  to  the  Cross  shall  bend, 
Go  plant  that  standard  there. 

A  beautiful  crown  is  waiting,  &o. 


FOR  CLOSING  SCHOOL. 

Tune.-OLD  HUNDRED. 
Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord,  j        2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good. 

Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word  ;  Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood  ; 

All  that  has  been  amiss  forgive,  j  Give  every  fetter  d  soul  release, 

And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live.  •  Aiui  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 


304    Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY.  SOON   BE  THERE.  ALEX.  VAN  ALSTYNE. 

1.  A  -  wake,  a  -  wake  the  morning  dawns,  Behold  the  opening  day,  A  -  rise  and  haste  with  courage  bold,  To 

 W  1  w  1 


'b_^_t|  ^ — [z — ^_qzzz^ — fz  >»— t^-  ^ — ^— V^, — if-^n — i^— i  f 


1 


rim   the  heavenly 


way  ;  For  wea  -  ry 
Cho. — We'll  work  and 


souls, 
wait 


rest  re  -  mains,  The  end  of  toils,  the 
Je  -  sus  comes.  We'll  work  and  wait  till 


 !■»  1  1  ;  ^  


1: 


end  of  pains,We  soon  shall  break  these  earthly  chains. Thro'  grace  we'll  soon  be  there. 

Jesus  comes, We'll  work  and  wait  tillJesus  comes, And  then  {Omit  )  be  gathered 

I  ^  I    N  I       ff.  .1^    ^  r-,  >  \ 


home. 


' — ^— ^ — '^—rf — f—^ — "^—ri  1  '  1 — r 


lie)i)ice  in  hope,  O  trembling  soul, 

Li  it  up  thy  tearful  eyes, 
And  ill  the  strength  of  Christ,  the  Lord, 

I'ro^s  onward  to  the  prize. 
A  crown  of  gold,  a  robe  of  white, 

A  victor  palm  of  glory  bright. 
Are  waiting  in  that  world  of  light. 

Thro'  trace  we'll  soon  be  there.  CTio. 


3  O  may  the  fruits  of  joy  and  peace 

Within  our  souls  abound. 
And  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord 

His  children  still  be  found  ; 
Then  safely  on  the  other  shore, 

Our  trials  past,  our  journey  o'er, 
We'll  sing  with  dear  ones  gone  before, 

Praise  God  !  we're  home  at  last.  CAo. 


YOUNG  PILGRIMS. 


Words  by  LYDIA  BAXTER. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 
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WM,  B.  BRADBURY. 


J     J?  »  -S-      *  r   ^  ^  r 

1st  /Life's  journey  we  have  started,  Its  opening  dawn  is  bright:  And  if  we're  merry-hearted, We'll  tune  our  songs  aright. N 
2d  \The  llow'rs  that  blossom  ever  Around  our  pilgrim  feet,    With  lio  -  ly  joy  we'll  gather,  And  sip  their  dewy  sweet.  / 

— 3_^_t  1:  j^_6i_c^._t^_^_j„_i:p  y — c  c  tj^_S_j^ —  iU 

FULL  CHORUS. 


We  are   going  to   fields  e   -  lys   -  ian.  Far,  far  beyond   the   sky;     The    golden   gates  of  hea  -  ven  Will 


by  -and-  by,  "W 

 — 


0  -  pen    by  -and  -  by, 


s— g=»=— — : 

'—ha  ha  «  *- 


Will  0  -  pen    by -and- by,      Will  o  -  pen   by  -  and -by,     The    golden  gates  of 

=1^  ■ 


 ^  9- 


hea  -ven  will    e  -  pen  by  -  and  -by. 


._L^  1#— L»  L 


2  With  cheerful  steps  we'll  hasten, 

Nor  list  the  tempter's  charms  ; 
But  to  the  spirit  listen 

That  calls  to  Jesus'  arras. 
'Twill  make  life's  burden  lighter 

To  feel  God's  gracious  love  ; 
And  every  precept  hrigliter 

That  points  to  realms  above. CAo. 

3  His  holy  book  will  ever 

Our  onward  footsteps  guide, 


Until  we  reach  our  Saviour, 
And  anchor  near  his  side, 
And  when  we  meet  our  Jesus, 

And  tears  are  wiped  away, 
We'll  take  the  har|)  he  gives  us, 
,And  shout  and  sing  for  aye. 
Cho.  AVe're  reached  the  iSelds  elysiaOf 
The  Eden  of  the  blest  ; 
With  angels  now  in  heaven 
The  pilgrims  are  at  real. 


30G 


Gfit'.f, 


TRY  TO  BE  LIKE  JESUS. 


Wy.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  We'll  try  to  belike  Je  -  sus.  The  children's  preo'ous  Frienl  Far  dearer  than  a    mother.  A 

2.  "We'll  try  to  be  like  Je  -  sus.  la    bo  -  dy   and  in    mind  ;  For  pure  he  was  and   ho  -  Iv.  In 


4 — ^-t 


—  0  0  0-^0  


Gir.LS. 
s       s     s     K  S 


zw  w: 


0 

~9  9 


0     0  O 


/     ^      ^        -  I 

fistc-r,  or  a  brother.  He'll  love  ii3  to  the  end.  He'll  love  us  to  the  end.  "We'll  try  to  be  like 
temper  meek  and  lowly,  And  to  poor  sinners  kind,  And  to  poor  sinners  kind.  "We'll  try  to  be  itc. 


-^-^    0    0    0  0 


\ 

— S — V — S  !V 

_   9 

—0  0  0— 

-9  ^-^-a 

^'  '  ^ 

— 0 — • — 0— 

0 

■  7 

9    t  ^ 

JU- 

Friend. 

Je-5u=.  We'll  trv  to  be  like  Je  -  sus.  We'll  trv  ta  be  like  Je-sus.  The  children's  preci 
.      .      .                        ^        '                        mm  ... 
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9      0      9  9 
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—9  ^  ^ 

 #— 

9999 

3  We'll  try  to  be  like  Jesus. 
And  do  our  Father's  will; 
We'll  setk  His  strength  in  weakness, 
"Wt^  li  bear  the  cross  in  meekness. 
Up  Calvary's  mgged  liill. — Cho. 


4  We'll  try  to  be  like  Josus. 
And  when  we  eome  to  die, 
At  His  right  hand  in  slory 
Wo'il  sing  the  blessed  story 

The  ransomed  sing  on  lil>^li — Cbo. 


THE  LORD'S  VINEYARD. 
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00  WORK  TO-DAY  IV  MT  VINEYARD  THE  HARVI3T  TRULY  IS  GREAT,  BUT  THE  LABORERS  ARE  FE'R-." 

,                                          ^V3I.  B.  BRADBUKY. 
Spirited.   xNl      >svl      •>v^     s  I 

I .  Go  work  to-day  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord.ATork,  work  to-day,  Work,  work  to-day;  To  those  who  toil  he  lias  promised  a 

^  reward. 

^  -•-■•■•-*-  (=-     I     N   bs>-  -  ^  ^ 


—  b^-b^-L  1  c  1 — J — V—  s--!^  ;-- ^ 

 I  N  J      N    N      I  ,      ,      .      .  I      I      1  V     1    J  I      S    \     I       I  CHORUS. 

Work, work  to-day, work  to-day;  For  a  crown  of  life  you  may  win  and  wear. In  your  father's  liouse  there  are  mansions  fair. Go 
I     N   ^  I    >   ^  ^       ^.  ^  ^.    I     N   >    I    I     I     N  s 


work  to-day.  Go  work  to-day, 


Go  work  in  the  vinevard  of  the  Lord, 


Go  work  to-day,  Go  work  to-day. 


Go  work  in  the  vinevard  of  the  Lord. 


2  Go  seek  tlie  lost  wlio  have  wandered  from  the  fold, 
Work,  work  to-d,iy,  work,  work  to-day  ; 
In  sriiilt  anil  sin  they  perhaps  are  growing  old, 

Work,  work  to-d.iy,  work  to-day  ; 
For  a  word  may  f;ill  or  a  tear  may  start, 
Tliat  will  find  its  way  to  some  grateful  heart. 
C«  work  to-day,  etc. 


3  Glad  news,  glad  news  to  a  lowly  one  jiroclaim, 
Work,  work  to-day.  work,  work  to-day  ; 
Good  will  to  man,  through  a  dying  Saviour's  DaQe, 

Wi>rk.  work  to-day.  work  to-day  ; 
O,  the  time  is  si  ort,  it  wiil  soon  be  o'er, 
And  the  night  will  come  ye  cau  work  no  more. 
Go  work  lo-dajr,  etc. 


'M)8 


THE  BETTER  PART." 


aAKT  IlAia  CHOSEX  THAT  GOOD  PART,  '^•HICU  SHALL  NOT  B£  TAKEN  FROM  HES 


,     PUET.  Gentle 


■Luke  JO:  48-52. 

WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 


I.  Ma-ry  sat  at  the  feetof  Jesu? 


Lovr!v.  meek — with  an  humble  heart. 


Heeding;  nought  but  his  holy  teaching  ; 


She  had  chosen  the  better  part. 


-   ^^-f'  


CHORUS. 


^  I  I 

Mary's  part  was  the  better  part,  Sic:ing  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  ;  There,  wi:h  an  humble,  a  broken  heart. 


1 

1 

2  Cares  that  lonc^  with  tlK-ir  weight  oppressed  her, 

Tears  that  oft  to  her  eyes  would  start, 
All  were  lost  in  a  beam  of  comfort : 
She  had  chosen  the  better  part. — Cho. 

3  Like  a  stream  in  a  lonely  desert, 

Cool  and  swtet  to  the  yearning  heart, 

•  The  small  notes  in  the  base  are  for  the  voice,  when  it  is  more  desirable  to  have  a  vocal  base  than  a  mere  instrumental 
aocompauimeut 


Came  the  words  of  her  blessed  Savionr, 
"She  hath  chosen  the  better  part." — Cho. 

4  Jesus,  now  at  thy  footstool  kneeling, 
Grant  thine  aid  to  my  longing  heart  , 
May  sing  with  the  blest  in  glory, 

1  have  chosen  the  better  part. — Cho. 


Quick  and  Spirited. 

^*  r  -^^s — — 


MAN  THE  LIFE  BOAT. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY 

 ,iS  ^  v 
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Man 


the  life-boat!  man  the  life-boat!  Hearts  of  love  your  suo 
^  i-Ek — tg: 


cor 


lend!  See 


the 


ittered 


L-  S  >  IS  !S  ^-r- 


—S  — 


End. 


' — S- 


i 


ves  -sel  staggers  !  Quick!  0  quick!  as  -  sist-anoe  len*!  Now 

^    ^    ^    ^     h  End.^ 


the  fra  -  gile  boat  is 


hanging 


 N—^      JS  ^_JS  \  ^  ^  


8l>e'8  in  safety 


Now  'midst fearful  depths  deecending.While  we  wither 


at  the  sight. 


2  Courage !  courage 

See  again  lier  buoyant  form, 
By  liis  gracious  hand  uplifted, 

Who  controls  the  raging  storm. 
With  her  precious  cargo  freiglited, 

Now  the  life-boat  nears  tiie  shore  ; 
Parents,  bretliren,  friends,  embracing, 

Those  tliey  thougiit  to  see  no  more. 

3  Christian,  pause,  and  deeply  ponder  ; 

Is  there  nothing  you  can  do? 
The  sinking  sliip.  the  storm,  the  liftj-boat, 
Have  they  Bot  a  voice  for  you  ? 


There's  a  storm,  a  fearful  tempest — 
So^ls  are  sinking  in  despair  ; 

Tliere's  a  shore  of  blessed  refuge, 
Try,  0  try  to  guide  them  th.ere. 

0,  remember  Plim  who  saved  J'ou, 

Wl)ose  right  hand  deliverance  wrought 
Who,  from  deptlis  of  guilt  and  anguish, 

You  to  peace  and  safety  brought; 
'Tis  his  voice  who  cheers  you  onward— 

"  He  that  winneth  souls  is  wise  ;" 
Launch  the  Gospel's  blessed  life-boat 

Venture  all  to  win  the  prize. 
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Spirited. 


A  GROUP  OF  HAPPY  CHILDREN." 


,    /  A  group  of  hap-py  children.  One  bright  and  sunny  day,  \ 
\Wtre  tripping,  lightly  tripping  To  Sabbath-school  a-way.  / 


^    ^    ^    ^    ^  ^    ^    *^  ^ 

Along  the  fields  and  meadows, Where  buds  and  blossom 


i:rew  ;  Their  hearts  were  full  of  gladcej.'.  Of  gladness,  of  glaur.es 


Their  hearts  were  fu'l  of  sladness,Ti:eir  faces  s: 


;Df  .too. 


How  pleasant  to  behold  them, 

To  hear  the  tunwful  lay. 
While  tripping,  lightly  tripping 

To  Sabbath  school  away, 
Their  little  merry  voices 

Rang  sweetly  on  the  breeze, 
7\Dti  mingled  with  the  robin, 

Tiie  robin,  the  robin. 
And  mingled  with  the  robin. 

That  sang  amons:  the  trees. 


Wliat  made  tiie  children  happy,  - 
"Wliat  made  their  hearts  so  gay, 

"Wbiie  tripping,  liu'htly  tripping 
To  Sabbulh-sohool  awaj- ? 


■if' 


They  loved  the  blessed  Bible, 
They  loved  the  house  of  prayer, 

For  there  they  ht-ar  of  Jesus, 
Of  Jesus,  of  Jesns, 

For  there  they  hear  of  Jesus, 
And  learn  to  praise  hiiu  there. 
4. 

Then  let  us  all  remember. 

And  keep  this  holy  day. 
And  when  we're  lightly  tripping 

To  Sabbath-sehoo!  away, 
We'll  thank  our  heavenlv  Father 

For  his  own  word  of  Truth  ; 
We'll  give  our  hearts  to  Jesus, 

To  Jesus,  to  Jesus. 
We'll  give  our  hearts  to  Jesus. 

And  serve  him  in  our  youth. 


WHERE  THERE  IS  NO  PARTING. 
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Woras  bv  Rev.  HUN-TER. 


.\rr.  by  Wif.  B.  BRADBCnY, 


-A  K.], — — #_q 

— «  -j-^ 


P  "  9  9 — 0       9~^-^^        j        ^,         O     0  ^-—^  9' 

1 .  And  may  I  still  get  there  ?  Still  reach  the  heavenly  shore  ?  The  land  forever  bright  and  fair,  Where 

2.  Shall  I*  nn  -  worthy  I,    To    fear  and  donbting  given,  Mount  np  at  last,  and  happy  fly,  On 


 #  #- 


0-1  «_*  *  A  0—0  0Z4 

 .  .  __p^ziz^  g-  ^ 

^-  ■  ^         ^-r-^  --f  ^  ^-1 


CHOKU 


sor  -  row  reigns  no  more  ?      "Where  there  is  no  part  -  ing.  "Where  there  is  no  part  -  ing, 
an  -  gel's  vrings  to    heaven.    "Where  there  is  no  part  -  ing.  "Where  there  is  no  part  -  ing,&c. 


3  Hail,  love  dirine  and  pnre. 
Hail,  mercy  from  the  skies  ! 
My  hopes  are  bright,  and  now  secure, 

„       ^,       .  .       .    ,  .  Upborne  bv  faith  I  rise.  Chonts. 

\N  here  there  is  no  partms::.  And  sorrow  rei^rns  no  more. 

0    I  pi^^"t  with  earth  and  sin 


 »  


9:1: 


:T  *-^^^=n  And  shont  the 
l| !  ' —  I  j    My  Saviour  takes 


danger's  past  ; 
me  fnlly  in, 
ud  I  am  his  ut  last  Ckorui. 
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THE  LITTLE  BAND. 


Words  by  C. 

Gently,  in  Ballad-style 


-4-'^-g-g-gzEi=^-^-Egr:g^i-iz^girS: 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 

I  Ut.  \\2d. 


^  ^1  »^  I  I  1 

.  /Do  you  know  the  little  band  Gathered  in  our  school  to-day?  Did  you  see  them  hand  in  hand  Hither  bend  their  way?  \ 
■\      All  are  happy,  all  are  glad,  Hearts  are  bounding  with  delight,  Not  a  single  brow  is  sad,  Every  eye  is  bright.  / 


CHORUS.    More  Spirited. 


 »_t:»_^_^_^_fl(_t:»_^_^_i  L — s_«_g_L  


Then  go  with  me  to  the  Sabbath-school,  Go  with  me  to  the  Sabbath-school, 

The  blessed,  blessed  Sabbath-school,  The  blessed  Sabbath-school. 

S  S  N 


I  .  i  .  1-  i<  <  ^  ^  I 

^  ^  I 


^  ^       ^  »^ 


Did  you  hear  their  gentle  lay, 

Telliug  of  redeeming  love, 
Sweetly  wafted  far  away, 

To  the  courts  above  ? 
Would  you  live  forever  blest, 

"With  your  Saviour  and  your  God  1 
"Would  you  on  his  bosom  rest, 

Tread  the  paths  He  trod  ? 
Then  go  with  me,  etc. 


Can  you  with  those  children  kneel 

In  the  Sabbath-school  to-day  ? 
Do  you  humbly,  truly  feel 

Every  word  Uiey  say  ? 
Is  a  glistening  tear-drop  seen 

Trickling  down  your  cheek  the  while? 
In  its  penitential  beam, 

View  a  Father's  smile. 

Then  go  with  me,  etc 


AND  TUET  VTENT  AND  TOLD  JESUS. 


■a- 


GO  AND  TELL  JESUS. 

sus." 

««z — i; — 0 — 0  « — L. 
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T.  F.  SE-n-ARD. 

— !  .  -J  


].  Go  and  tell   Je  -  bus,  weary,  sin-eick  soul,  He'll  ease  thee  of  thy  bur-  den,  make  thee  -whole 

I  -------  Jj  rz--^ 


-JSt.--:^— 


 ^.  :S— i— S:  »zJ_^5_  g_;_g_,_g3i 


Look  up  to  Him,  lie    on  -  ly  can  for-give,  Be- lieve   on    Him,  and  thou  shalt  surely  live. 


»  *  »  a  ^  g  »—T~»— 

I   <0      —  r  _ 


ii 


CHORUS.  , 

— i^— si 

 •> — er 

Go  and  toll  Je  -  sus,  He  on  -  ly  can  forgive, 
Go  and  tell  Je  -  ens,  0  turn  to  him  and  live, 
rf:        :^  K?:         :e  h  I 


Go  and  tell  Je  -  sus,  Go  and  tell  Je  -  sus. 


gziig=g: 

Go  and  tell  Je-suSjHe   on-ly  can  forgive. 

!a  7  '  1 — :a  31  1  V 

r- 


>  I       I  I 

2  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  when  your  sins  arise 

Like  mountains  of  deep  guilt  before  your  eyes : 
His  blood  was  spilt,  His  precious  life  He  gave, 
That  mercy, peace  and  pardon  you  might  bare.  CAa. 

3  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  lie'll  dispel  thy  fears. 

Will  oRlm  thy  doubts,  and  wipe  uw.iy  thy  tears; 
He'll  take  thee  in  His  arm,  an<l  on  His  breast 
Thou  mayst  be  happy,  and  for  ever  rest.  CAa, 


314 


THE  HEAVENLY  LAND. 

•*  A  BETTER  COUNTRY,  THAT  IS,  AN  HEAVENLY.  — ifffrreus  Xi.  14. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 


1.  T     love     to  think  of    the  heaven- ly  land,  Wh'ere  wliite  robed  an  -  gels    are;  "V^here 

2.  I     love     to  think  of   the  heaven- ly  laud,  Where  my     Re  •  deem  -  er      reigns,  Where 

3.  I     love     to  think  of   the  heaven- ly  land.    The  saints,    e  -  ter  -  nal     home,  "Where 


ii 


REFRAIN'. 


many  a  friend  is  gathered  safe  From  fear,  and 
raptui'ous  songs  of  tri  -  omph  rise  In  end  -  less 
pahns,  and  robes,  and  crowns  ne'er  fade,  And  all  our 


 s —  ^,-r-J.^^==^-l  n---^  v_, 


toil, 

joy  - 

joys 


and 
ous 
are 


care, 

strains. 

one. 


There'll  be  no 
There'll  be  &c. 
There'll  be,  &c. 


part- ing.  There'll  be    no  part- ing,  There'll  be    no   parting,  There'll  be  no  parting  there 

m    .     ^         m       m    .  - 

_!  m  m  «    I 


I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land. 
The  greetings  there  we'll  meet, 

The  harps — the  songs  forever  ours— 
The  waiks — the  golden  streets. 
There'll  be  no,  &c. 


5  I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land, 
That  promised  land  so  fair, 
0,  how  my  raptured  spirit  longs 
To  be  forever  there  ! 
There'll  be  no.  &o 


Words  by  Miss  F.  W.  SAMPSON. 

 ,  NJ  _v_ 


HEAVENLY  HOME! 
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E.  ROBERTS. 

t 


1.  Heavenly  l>«Bie  !  heavenly  home  !  precious  name  tome  !    I  love  to  think  the  time  will  comewheu 

2.  Heavenly  home!  heavenly  home  !  there  no  clouds  arise,  No  tear-drops  fall,  no  dark  niglits  dim  thy 


9% 


I 

Fine. 


I  shall  rest  in  thoe.  I've  no  a- biding:  city  here,  I  seek  for  one  to  come  ;  And  tho'  my  pilgrim- 
over-smiling  skies.  This  earthly  home  is  fair  and  bright,Yetclouds  will  often  come;  And,  oh,  I  long  to 


"^-^1 — ?-r 


J  L 


! — ^-h-^ 


1] 


age 
see 


be  drear,  I  know  there's  rest  at  home, 
the  light  That  gilds  my  heavenly  home. 


r 


D.  C.  for  Chorus.    3  Heavenly  home!  heavenly  home  !  ne'er  shall 
sorrow's  gloom, 
Nor  doubts  nor  fears,  disturb  me  there,  for  all 
is  peace  at  home. 
I  know  1  ne'er  shall  worthy  be 

To  dwell  'neath  heaven's  bright  dome; 
But  Christ,  ray  Saviour,  died  for  me, 
And  now  he  calls  me  home. 
Heavenly  home!  heavenly  home!  ne'er  shall 
sorrow's  gloom,  itc. 


i  1 


316  THANKSGIVING  ANTHEM. 

Words  by  H.  S.  WASHBURX. 

Allegro.     I       r      ,      ,       w  i       ,       ,  . 


Wil.  B.  BRADBURT. 


1.  Let  ev  - 'ry  heart  re- joice  and  sing  ;  Let  cho-ral  anthems   rise;        Ye   rey'rend  men  and  children  bring  To 

2.  He  bids  the  sun  to  rise  and  set ;  In  heav'n  his  power  is  known  ;    And  earth  subdued  to   him,  shalLyet^Bow 


r=^i — r— . — r 


^■^    God  your  sa  -  cri  -  fice.      For    he      is  good  ;  the  Lord  is  good,  And  kind  are  all  his  ways  ;    With  songs  and  honors 
low    be  -  fore  his  throne,  For    he      is  guod  ;  the  Lord  is  good.  And  kind  are  all  his  ways  ;    With  songs  and,  etc, 
^.  -fL         jm.       .     M.    «- .  ^        .m.  .m-'       -iS-  -4»  ^  . 


«-ts:i; 


sound  -  ing  loud,  The  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah  praise  :  While  the  rocks  and  the  rills,  While  the  vales  and  the  hills  A 

n  'A'-         .      •*»  N  i     ^  ^  I  js. 

— "  rS  g  aizrLJ  n~^=g:rr,g=r,g=tf— i^=^a=S::]-^=:i:n=i:rzz:r::i!=z 


-i  i  1 

--1  !  


*"      glorious  anthem  raise.      Let    each  jirolnng    the  grate-ful  song.  Ami  the  irorl  (.if  our  fathei-.s  praise,  Let 

each  jiriilong    the  grate-ful  soug,  And  the  God  of  our  fathers  praise. 


i 


WEARY  OF  WANDERING  LONG. 
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■WorJs  by  Miss  J.  W.  SAMPSON,  Utioa,  N.  Y, 

Psalm  25,  4-12. 

Very  Gentle  and  Tender. 


^siieilipiiiilp^l^illisSi^ 


,_|  1  ,. 


End. 


1.  Weary  of  wand'ring  long,  My  sore  heart  saith,"SIiowmeThy  way,  0  Lord!  Teacb  me  Thy  path!" 
D.  C.  Weary  of  wand'ring  long,  &c. 


1    I  I 


lib— 2r 


22— ^Bzh^mte— a: 
^1  1 


I 


D.  C. 


— ar-f 

I  thoughtthese  weary  feetStraightway  would  find  All  rough  and  rugged  paths  Left  far  be-hind. 


ii 


(£5--— ?3 

1 — r 


I — r 


2  But,  as  I  onward  passed, 

The  way  grew  steep  ; 
And  black  clouds  gathered  fast, 

And  skies  did  weep, 
And  darkness  seemed  to  hide 

The  toilsome  road  ; 
Amazed,  again  T  cried, 

"Thy  way,  0  God!" 

3  "A  lamp  unto  my  feet," 

God's  word  did  prove ; 
A  "etill,  small  voice,"  and  sweet, 
Sooke  thus  in  love  : — 


"  Whoso,  through  night  and  day, 

God's  way  pursues, 
'Him  shall  He  teach  the  way 

That  He  shall  choose.'" 

4  Then,  since  He  chose  for  me 

This  rugged  path. 
My  hand  in  His  shall  be 

With  steadfast  faith : 
Eacli  step,  this  darksome  night. 

Is  bringing  me 
Still  nearer  to  the  bright 

Eternity. 


318 

With  gentleness 


A  BEAUTIFUL  LAND.   9s  8s, 


Wir.  B.  BKADBURY. 
•^^i-J  U-l  U-J- 


CHORU; 


May  be  repeated  at  pleamre  pp. 


Will  Tou  go  ?  Will  rou  go  ?  Go  to  that  beautiful  land  with  me?  Will  you  go?  Will  you  go?  Go  to  that  beautiful  land. 


2  That  beautiful  land,  the  Citv  of  Liglit, 
It  ne'er  has  known  the  shades  of  night : 
The  glory  of  God,  the  light  of  day 
Hath  driven  the  darkness  far  away.  Cho. 

3  In  vision  I  see  its  streets  of  gold, 
Its  beautiful  gates  I  too  behold, 


The  river  of  life,  the  crystal  sea, 
The  ambro.«ial  fruit  of  iife's  fair  tree.  Cho. 
4t  The  heavenly  throng  arrayed  in  wliite, 
In  rapture  range  the  plains  of  light ; 
And  in  one  harmonious  choir  they  praise 
Thtir  glorious  Saviour's  matchless  grace.  Cho. 


^'ords  by  FANNY  CROSBY 
Lively.  ,  , 


THE  HEAVENLY  HOME. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


1 .  There  is  a  Lome,  u  liappy  home.  A  beauteous  mansion  fair;  Tiie  poor  in  spirii  rest  from  toil,  The  pure  in  heart  are  there; 


THE  HEAVENLY  HOME. 


1- 


Concluded, 


819 


Among  the  shining  angel  band,  With  victor  palnas  in  every  han(l,0 

-bazar.a-*iEp:zpr;zzB:.t;t^-|az|az|»it— ci-tzzIJrpiE*: 
I    III     ■^i^^'f^iiii     '    I    '  '^1 


1  band,  With  victor  palnas  in  every  hand, On  Zion's  holy  mount  they  stand.  And  crowns  of  life  tliey 
«-  ^    ^      I  [wear. 

-grig^grpgrir-^rniS-rg-Szig-g-pg-zzrrn 
I    ,   ,   j   ,       r  r    r  ,   ,   ,   ,  r— r  '        |    i    |    i     ^  r  f-  j  r 

And  gathered  in  that  sacred  fold,  3  Sine  on,  sing  on.  0  happy  throng, 

Are  children  robed  in  white  ;  That  song  forever  new  ; 

Transplanted  from  a  world  of  sin,  Wiiile  pilgrims  in  this  lonely  vale, 

Our  journey  we"ll  pursue; 


To  climes  forever  bright ; 
Beyond  the  pearly  gates  they  sing 

Hosanna  to  our  Saviour,  King! 
Their  choral  voices  sweetly  sing, 

la  strains  of  pure  delight. 


AVe  soon  shall  reach  the  heavenly  shore, 
Our  trials  past  onr  journey  o'er, 

We'll  dwell  with  Jesus  evermore, 
And  sing  his  praise  with  you. 


NUREMBURG. 


WM.  B.  BRADBDRY 

=1: 


  rj        ~    ~  I 

1.  Glory  to  the  Father  give, God,  in  whom  we  move  and  live  :  ^  Children's  songs  ddight  his  ear. 

I    ,      Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear. 


^^^^ 


•b— -I— I — I — 


2  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 

Christ,  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King 
Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain. 

3  Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
He  reclaims  the  sinner  lost: 


1^;*       r- 1  (— I   ,     ,  . 

Children's  mind  may  he  inspire, 

Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

Glory  in  the  hiirhe.^t  be 

To  the  blessed  Trinity, 

For  the  gospel  from  above, 

For  the  word  that  "  God  is  love." 


ill 
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KATE  CAMERO-S". 


SEEKING  JESOS.. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


2   \  TLro'  ihe  Tror'il  we  dai-lv  roan,  Seeking:  Je  -  sus.  Seeking  Je  -  sus  ;  ?  (  In  all  plac  -  es  high  or  low  -  ]y,  ) 
(  Xouein  vain  for  iLis have  come,  Seeking  Je  -  sus,  Seekinij  Je  -  sus,  >  I  'Mid  tliesiu-ful  andtlie  lio  -  Ir,  ) 


i 


DUET. 


^CHORUS.  Girls.       Girls  &  Boy?. 


Ail. 


Seeking  Je  -  sus,  bee^ 


Je  -  sus.    We  shall  nnJ  HIlh. We  shall  find  Him,  We  shall  find  Him,  if 


i 


— — — g— '-g — g — S" 


*^     seek.    PTe  wi'.'.  hear       when  we  sneak  ;  He  will  au-swer   us   in  love.  Take  us  home  to  dwell  a  •  bove. 
^  '       "       -  -     -     -      -      -     -    ^  ^  ^  ^.  ^ 


2  If  our  days  on  earth  are  spent 
Seeking  Jesus, 
With  all  things  we'll  be  content, 

Seeking  Jesus : 
Though  our  p.ith  be  lone  and  dreary, 
Though  our  steps  be  slow  and  weary, 
Seeking  Jesus. 

We  sbal.l  find  Him,  etc. 


3  Soon  our  life  will  all  be  o'er. 
Seeking  Jesus  ; 
Wo  shall  reach  the  better  shore, 

Seeking  Jesus  ; 
In  that  land  of  peace  and  pleasure, 
We've  laid  up  our  dearest  treasure, 
Seeking  Jesus. 

We  shall  find  Him,  eto. 


AT  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL. 

DIALOGUE  SONG. 


■^Vil.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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Qgestiox. 


1.  What  do  you  do  at  the  Sabbath  school, At  the  Sabbath  schoohAt  the  Sabbath  school?  "What  do  you  do  at  the  Sabbath  school, 

-m--m--a  -m-  a-  -m    «  -m-  At  tbr 


-0—0—30 —  


Answer. 


we  siHi^ 

VThen  we  each  our  lea-son  say,  Closing  with  an 


hap- py  Sabbath  school  ?   ^First  we  sing    a  song  of  praise, Then  in  prayer  our  voices  raiseA 

" oth- er  lay,/That's  what  we  do  at  the 

 -m-  Iff-  -a> 


Sabbath  school,  At  the  Sabbath  school,  That's  what  we  do  at  the  Sabbath  school, At  the  happy  Sabbath  school. 

At  the  Sabbath  school, 

-«»-  -tf-  -th  -m-       -m*  -9- 


2  Wliat  do  you  learn  at  tbe  Sabbath  school, 

At  the  liappy  Sabbath  school  ? 

First  we  leani  Commandments  Ten, 
Ood's  laws  sent  by  him  to  men: 
Then  wliat  Christ  did  here  below 
To  redeem  our  souls  from  Tvoe. 

Thafs  what  we  learn  at  the  Sabbath  school, 

At  the  happy  Sabbath  school. 


3  Why  do  you  all  love  the  Sabbath  school. 
Love  the  happy  Sabbath  school? 

There  we  with  our  Saviour  meet. 
At  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat ; 
'Where  he  ever  whispers,  '•'  Come 
To  thy  blissful  heavenly  home." 
Thafs    by  we  all  love  the  "Sabbalh  school. 
Love  the  happy  Sabbath  school- 
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JUST  NOW. 


Come  unto  mk,  ail  ye  that  lasor  and  are  heavy  ladex,  akd  i  -will  give  tou  kebt."— 3/a«.  11:  SS. 
'♦Behold  now  is  the  accepted  time— Behold,  now  is  the  day  of  salvation.'"—]  Cor.  6:  2. 


'-.  -m-  -m-  -m- 

Come  to   Jesus,  Come  to   Jesus,   Come  to    Jesus  just  now  ;  Just  now  come  to   Jesus,  Come  to  Jesus  just  now. 


1.  Come  to  Jesus,  just  now,  <fec. 

"'Cfc-me  unto  me,  all  j-e  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden, and 
1; will  gave  you  rest." — Matt.  11:  58. 

2.  He  will  save  you,  just  now,  <fec. 
"Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be 

•  gaveid;"— .Ac/s  16:  31. 

3.  O  believe  hira,  just  now,  &c. 

"  God  S3  Joved  the  world  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
•Son,  t!«at  whosoever  believeth  in  liim  should  not  perish,  but 
t  have  evtrlaeting  life,"— 7o/tn  3:  16. 

4.  He  is  able. 

"  He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost  that  come  unto 
•God  by  him, -seeing  he  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for 
.  us."— He*.  7:  25. 

o.  H-e  is  willing;. 
The  Lord  i«  leng  suffering  to  uswartJ,  cot  willing  that 
anv  should  i>erish,  but  that  all  should  come  to  repentance-" 
.  2  Ptt.  3:  9. 

6.  He'll  receive  you. 

"  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out."- 
.  J^n  6:  37. 

7.  Flee  to  Jesus. 

*'  Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come-"— 3fa«.  3:  7. 

8.  Cnll  .unto  Him. 

Whosoever  shall  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  be 


9.  "Mercy  on  me." 
"Jesus  thou  son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me,"— Afar* 

10:  47. 

10.  He  will  hear  you. 
"  And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  go  thy  way,  thy  faith  hatb 

made  thee  whole."— iV/arAr  10  :  52. 

11.  He'll  forgive  you. 
"  If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive 

us  our  sins."— 1  John  1  :  9. 

12.  He  will  cleanse  you, 
"  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son,  cleanseth  us  from  all 

sin." — 1  John  1  :  7. 

13.  He'll  renew  you. 
"Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Christ,  he  is  a  new  creature." 

2  Cor.  5:  17. 

14.  He  will  clothe  you. 
He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be  clothed  i-n  white 

raiment," — Rev.  3:  5, 

15.  Jesus  loves  you. 
Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  Bhoald 

lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends  "— Jc?An  15  ;  13, 

16.  Don't  reject  Him. 
He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men," — Isa.  53  :  3. 

17.  Only  trust  Him. 
He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  life."— JoAn  5  :  12. 


saved." — Acts  2;  2]. 

•  This  little  Chorus  has  been  the  means  of  helping  many  an  inquiring  sinner  to  embrace  the  Saviour,  believe  and  trust 
Him,—"  It  was,'' says  Rev,  Mr.  Hammond,  "first  sung  in  Scotland,  when  hujidreds  were  asking,  "what  sliall  we  do  to  be 
aaved  t'» 
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Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY.                                                                               W.\f.  B.  BRADBURY. 
-I  >--H-r-i  1  N  -^j-i  <^  r--  j  ^-v—  '  ^ 

1,  "We  are  going,  we  are  going:,  To  a  liome  beyond  the  skies, here  the  fields  are  robed  in  beauty,  And  the  sunlight  nev*  dies 


 ^       I    '     »>»  ^  r-       ^  ^    i    t-   ^  t»  ^ 

.  -V  ^_J_-J_-U-_!  — !    ,    I  J_^  ^_ J.  J_J__j_!. 


I        -  I 

Where  the  fount  of  joy  is  flowing  In  the  valley  green  and  fair,Vre  shall  dwell  in  love  together, There  will  be  no  parting  there. 


1— "^--s-i 


-I — ^s^^ 


We  are  going,  we  are  going. To  a  home  beyond  the  skies. 'Where  the  fields  are  robed  in  beauty,  And  the  sunlight  never  dies. 


fs_i  ^  

'  FT  r  tif-t?-F  ¥ 

 hiSi— •  1»— (S> — 

2  "We  are  going,  we  are  going, 

And  the  music  we  have  heard 
Like  the  echo  of  the  woodland, 

Or  the  carol  of  a  bird  ; 
"With  the  rosy  liglit  of  morning 
Ou  the  calm  and  fragrant  air, 
Still  it  nnirmurs,  softly  murmurs, 
There  will  be  no  parting  there. 
"We  are  going,  kc. 


"We  are  going,  we  are  going, 

"\Vhere  the  day  of  life  is  o'er — 
To  tliat  pure  and  happy  region 

"Where  our  friends  have  gone  before; 
They  are  singing  with  the  angela 

In  that  land  so  bright  and  fair; 
"We  shall  dwell  with  them  forever, 

There  will  be  no  parting  there, 
"We  are  going,  &c. 
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THE  HOUSE  UPON  A  ROCK.       w>r.  b.  bradbcbt. 

Matt.   7  .  24,  25. 


1^ 

^  1 

-9 

- 

e    -«    «> — 4*    ^               t»     » — 0    9  — 1 

1,  O,    if    my  house  is   built  np  -  on     a    rcct.  I  know   it    will  stand  for- ev  -  er  ;  The  floods  may  come,  and  tlie 

2.  For  He  whose  word  is  lasting     as  the  hills,  Whose  truth  is    unchuag- ing  ev  •  er  ;     Hath  said  my  houne  on  the 


1  r 


 ff — # — S — m    9     m — — — « — -o — — « — »~m — « — — * — m  ^  ta — e — ^: — (S*^^ 


rolling  thunders  shock  5ray  beat  upon  my  house  that  is  founded  on  a  rock,  But  it  nev-er  will  fall,  nev-er  will  ftll, 
solid  rock  shall  stand,  lle'li  hold  it  br  his  might  in  the  hollow  of  liii  baud,  And  it  nev-er  will  fall,    nev-er  will  fall, 

-    ~    -    -    -     -    -  -pg — <g — f*—* — ^ — g — ^~f« — a — * — — r^~^ — — — 


r 

F    io — * — a — 4f  g— pyD- 

 ^  1— 


FULL  CHORUS.  ,  mp 

•ii  J  I  I  J  |_  _j  I  ,   I      VJ_  I   !  ,  !  I  !  I       I  -w 


nev-  er,  nev-  er,  nev-  er. 

J  !_ 


My    rock  is  firm,        it     is    my  sure  founda- tion,  'lis  Je- sua  Christ,  my 


I 

g— po- — g — —m—T-m — g — <»- — 


ily    rock  is  firm,  is  firm, 


I       I      I  I 


lov-ing  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ,  my  lov- ing  Saviour,  The  rock  of  my  sal- va  -  tion.  The  rock  of  my  sal- va  -  tion. 

S=:ff=g^rr*:  '  " 


- — jg-i^ 


THE  HOUSE  UPON  A  ROCK.  Concluded. 
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O,  if  my  house  is  bniit  upon  the  sand. 

'Twill  full  when  the  floods  are  swelling; 
The  winds  will  blow,  and  tlie  tempest,  will  descend, 
And  beat  upon  nn'  house  that  is  built  upon  the  sand, 
And  it  surely  will  fall — never  to  rise, 
Never,  never,  never! — Clio. 


4  Then  let  my  house  be  built  upon  a  rock. 

For  tliere  it  will  stand  forever; 
The  floods  ma}'  coine,and  the  rollwig  thunder*8  sliock 
May  beat  upon  my  house  that  is  founded  on  a  rock. 
But  it  never  will  fall,  never  will  fall. 


Never,  never,  never 


L.  M. 


MEROE. 


-Cho. 

B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Jesus,  and  shall  itev-er    be — A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  I  Whose  ; 

Aeharacd  of  thee,  whom  augi 

I 


;lories  shine  thro'  endless  dayi 
Is  oraise. 


2  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  that  dear  Friend, 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend! 
No!  wlien  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame,— 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 


3  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  yes,  I  may. 
When  Fve  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

S.  M. 

Bl  est  be  the  tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Christian  love  ;  The  lellowship  of  kindred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a  -  bove. 
Before  our  Father's  throne  "We  pour  our  ardent  prayers;  Our  fears,  our  hopes, our  aims, are  one.Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 


BOYLSTON. 


Dr.  L.  MASON. 


3  We  share  onr  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear, 
And  often  for  each  other  flows, 
The  s"«^mpathizing  tear. 


4  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Onr  coui-age  by  the  way  ; 
While  each  in  expectation  livoa, 
And  longi  to  see  the  day. 


326 

Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  KIDDER 
Spirited. 


I'LL  GLADLY  SING." 


1.  Hap-pv  and  gay,  I  -will  hast 

2.  Blessed  the  day,  that 


away,  While  the  sun  is  shining  o'er   me;  To  the  pleas-ant  rule  of  my 
without  de-lay,  All  my  young  companions  meet-ing.  And  my  teachers  kind  there  I 


I  -m- 


 m~^~V*---^—)^-^  1  1  ^  ^ 

i?.  C.Happy  and  gay,  1  will  hasten   away ,  While  the  sun  la  shining  o'er   me  ;  To  the  pieas-ant  rule,  etc. 


End, 


CHORUS. 


r- 


Sunday-school,  And  the  duties  set  be  -  fore  me.  Ill  glad-lysing  of  God  my  King,  Who  loves  me,  up  in 
al  -  waysfiud  ;  Oh,  I  dear-ly  love  their  greeting.   I'll  glad-lysing  of  God  my  King,  etc. 

I       «         -s-  -s-  «  f 


-r- 


:1=:z:=1: 


D.  C. 


hea 


ven ;  W^ho  kind  ■ 
I 


ly  sends  me 


lov 

I 


ng  friends.  And  the  dear-est  bless-ings  giv 
4-      !        I        '  I 


en.  Then 


3  Pleasant  the  rays  of  the  sweet  Sabbath  days. 
That  will  soon  be  gone  forever; 
0  my  Sabbath-school,  my  dear  Sabbath -school, 
I  can  ne'er  forget  thee,  never. 
I'll  gladly  sing,  etc. 


4  Dear  heavenly  home,  soon  the  time  will  come, 
That  the  world  no  more  enthralls  me  ; 
Then  I'll  mind  thy  nde.  blessed  Sabbath-schooK 
And  awuit  till  my  Saviour  calls  me, 
I'll  gladly  smg,  etc, 


MY  PILGRIM  WAY. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 
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*— S— :r— S-g-^-t-^i:  •  •  S- 


1.  Je  -  8U8,  while  this  rough  and  des- ert     soil    I      tread,  Be  thou   my  guide  and  stay  ;  Nerve 


A  little  more  spirited. 


— « — — 

me    for  con-flict  and  for  all     the  toil;  Uphold  me   on  my  pilgrim  way. 
I         N    _  -f^ 


 1  1^ — — i_i  1  1  1 — I.  .J  1  1^      — — — '  


t: — r 


-><  fe" — a*- 


My  pilgrim 


I  ]st  time.   I  2d  time. 


way, 


My  pilgrim  way, 


Uphold  me  on  my  pilgrim  way.  way 


_j_  ,  ,  L|  1  ^  ^  ^  ^ 


way.  My  pilgrim  way,  My  pilgrim  way, Uphold  me  on  my  pilgrim  way. 


I 

way. 


2  Jesus,  here  in  heaviness  and  fear, 

'Mid  cloud,  aud  shade,  and  gloom  I  str.ny  ; 
For  earth's  last  night  is  drawing  very  near  ; 
Oh,  cheer  me  on  my  pilgrim  way  ! 
My  pilgrim  way,  etc. 


3  Jesus,  while  in  solitude  and  grief, 

The  sun  and  stars  withhold  tlieir  ray, 
0  come,  O  quickly  come  to  my  relief  I 
Oh,  light  me  on  my  pilgrim  wayl 
My  pilgrim  way,  etc. 
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LOUDEST  SONGS. 

■WHIN  THK  SIX  days'  WORK  IS  o'KE  AND  DONE. 


"Wir.  B.  RHADBURT. 


 ^ — — N — m—*-^  »—nm  m —  "  *  «—  -■  a  •> —  S  — 

-S-    -m-     -m-  ^S-     -S-  »      ^.      9  &  ^  ^ 

1.  When  the  six  days  work  is  o'er  and  done,  And  the  soft  lightsliines  of  the  Sabhathsun,  Gladly 

2.  Though  our  homes  arc  brightjwith  cheerful  heart  We  can  say  good-bj-e  as  we  gen-tly  j)art  With  our 


1^     15     >      'wo  i 


^  ^     ^  N 


>     1^     15  I? 


-  •  *  '-^-i^  ^  *  9^-^.  *  


— -z—^t- — — ' 

then    we    haste   with  mer  -  ry  feet  To  the  Sun  -  day  school  and  its  calm  re-treat, 

pa  -  rents  dear,    and  haste    a  -  way  To  the  Sun  -  day  school  where  we  love  to  stay. 

N  N  1^  -  - 


love,   we  love,  we    love  owr  dear  Sun-day  school, 'Tis  a    hap- py  place,'Ti8  a 


blessed  place.  Loudest  songs,  yes,  loudest  songs  of    joy  we  raise  For  our  blessed  Sunday-school. 


LOUDEST  SONGS.  Concluded, 
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8  On  our  heavenly  ^ay,  so  green  and  fair 
We  are  kindly  led  by  our  teachers  thei-e. 
And  we  read  with  them  the  page  of  truth, 
'Tis  the  light  of  age  and  the  guide  of  youth. 
Oh,  we  love,  etc. 


4  Oh,  tiien  urge  them  in — the  wan.  the  wild. 
Yea,  the  poor,  the  wayward,  tlie  erring  child,— 
For  our  doors  are  open  for  one  and  all. 
There's  a  welcome  for  each  iu  our  Sabbath  halL 
Oh,  we  love,  etc. 


Wordsby  Rev.  EDWIN  H.XETIN'.    THE   CHRISTIAN  HERO. 


"tight  tub  good  fight  0?  rAiTH."— 1  TiTTi.  6,  1; 

-•^-^L  ,  ,     V  N  ,_V._"«L 


Arra::  ::eJ. 


■— — — - — »-L*> — 0 — ^rc^_^ — »__^_t:  »_cz:  — « — •-tg^ — <* — « — liZL  c 


1.  Live  on  the  field  of   bat-t!el  Be  earnest  in  the  fijrht ;  Stand  forth  with  raanly  courage.  And  struggle  for  the  right. 

2.  Watch  on  the  field  of  bat-tie  I  The  foe    is    ev-erynrhere  ;  His  fl  -  erv  darts  fly  tliickl  v.  Like  lightning  thro' the  air, 

>     ^    >  ,S     N        N  K    "S  S      N  I 


^  t,  FULL  CHORUS. 


Ending  fnr  last  verse. 


Live  on  the  fieM  of  battle  I  r,ive  on  the  field  of  baftle  !  Live  on  the  field  of  battle  !  Live  !  lire  !  live  '  Glo-ry  in  vieio. 
Wa:ch  on  the  field  of  battle  !  Watch  on  tlie  field  of  battle  !  Watch  on  the  field  of  battle  I  Watch  I  watch  I  watch  ! 


Pray  on  the  field  of  battle! 

God  works  with  those  who  pray. 
His  mighty  arm  can  nerve  us, 
And  make  us  win  the  day. 
Pray  on  the  field  of  ba'ttle! 
Pray,  pray,  pray! 


Die  on  the  field  of  battle! 

'Tis  noble  thus  to  die ; 
God  smiles  on  valiant  soldiers- 
Tbeir  record  is  on  high. 
Die  on  the  field  of  battle  I 
Glory  in  view  1 
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POOR  PILGRIM. 


IVir.  B.  BP.ADBURT. 


•J  /  Come,  poor  pil-grim,  sad  and  wea  -  rr,  VThy  heaves  tby  breast  ?  Roaming  this  wide  vrovld  so  cr?a  •  rr, 
■  \  There  is  rest   for  thee  in  glo  -  rr,      A  -  mong  the  blest ;        '  " 


to  the 


Sigh  -  ing  for  re*t.  \ 

There,  there  is  rest.  /  There  is    rest,  sweetrest,  There  is    rest,  sweetrest,  Where  the  wicked  cease  from 


troubling.  And  the  wea-rv  are    at  rest,  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling.  And  the  wearj  are  at  rest. 


:jizr*=r«: 


2  There  are  those  who've  gone  before  us, 

All  who  are  blest ; 
Singing  now  the  happy  chorn?, 

Tiiere.  there  is  rc.«t. 
Thfre  the  golden  harps  are  ringing 

Harps  of  the  hl<-6t : 
And  the  angel  bands  are  singing, 

There,  there  is  rest.  —  Chorus. 


m 


3  And,  while  we  on  earth  are  praying, 

Jesus  the  blest 
Unto  us  is  sweetly  saying, 

There,  there  is  rest. 
We  shall  meet  where  parting  never 

Comes  t-o  the  blest : 
And  we'll  safely  dwell  forever 

In  heavenly  rest. — Chorus 


Spirited, 


OUR  PLEASANT  SABBATH  SCHOOL,  wh. b.  bradburz  331 

A  liltle  slower. 

—  


1.  Where,  0  where  do  we  love  to  ero,  "When  the  wintry  breezes  blow?  "What  is  it  attracts  us  so  ? 

2.  "Where,  O  where  do  we  love  to  be,  "Wlien  the  summer  birds  we  see, Warbling  praise  on  every  tree? 

\       >    \       \  \ 
-P—i-0 — p- 


p 


CHORUS. 


Girls 


-Originnl  movement.       Boys. — A  littte  louder. 


All. 

— y- 


'Tis  our  Sabbath  school,  'Tis  our  Sabbath  school,  'Tis  our  pleasant,  pleasant  Sab  -  bath  school. 
In  our  Sabbath  school,  In  our  Sabbath  school,  In  our  pleasant,  pleasant  Sab  -  bath  school. 


In  out' 
-0 — *— 


Where,  oh  where  are  we  kindly  taught. 
Who  should  rule  in  every  thought; 
What  the  blood  of  Christ  has  boughtl 
In  our  Sabbath  school.  &q. 


4  May  we  love  this  holy  day  ; 
Love  to  sing,  and  read  and  pray; 
Find  salvation's  narrow  way. 
Id  our  Sabbath  school.  &i€l. 


S32  SOMETHING  TO  DO  IN  HEAVEN. 

Wo.d<  bj-  R.  S.  TAYLOR.  -JTM.  B.  ERADBUBT, 

^ — f —  ^  ^ — ^ — *^  ^i^jip  ■'^ — ^'^^  "  !    — Z^irii;Nzlizj\ir^ — ^ — ^^nz^izz.] 

— — t*  ^  «  9  zi  ^— F*  «  »i  «>  «  «• — Fa* — ^— ^ —  *  : 


1.  There'll  be  something  in  heaven  for  children   to    do;  None  are  i  -  die  in  that  blessed  land. 


i^^-fir*  »— [•  f      t9      ai      *   1 — '.^  13  1  !i — 5J— F» — • — • — » — » — 9—V  ~ 


1,^,1 


There'll  be  loves  for  the  heart,  there'll  be  thoughts  for  the  mind, And  employment  for  each  little  hand. 


FULL  CHORUS. 


_S  N  1_ 


There'll  be  something  to  do;  There'll  be  something  to  do  ;  There'll  be  something  for  children  to  do. 


_L — — K    ^  ,^  N  .s    s — 


On  the  bright  shining  8hore,where  there's  joy  evermore,  There'll  be  something  for  children  to  do. 

^t^—0^^dl  ml.  «  «  *— r*  *  *  i*  *  tf—r-*  l>!  N  .N  iN-r-l— -!  r 

Wo  1  CB  «  ,  ^  ,  1< —  ^  -y  ^  ^  —  S  Y 


SOMETHING  TO  DO  IN  HEAVEN.  Concluded, 
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2  There'll  be  lessons  to  learn  of  the  wisdom  of  God, 
As  tliey  wander  the  green  meadows  o'er; 

And  they'll  have  for  their  teachers  in  that  blest  abode, 
Ail  the  good  that  have  gone  tliere  before. 
There'll  be  something  to  do,  (tc. 


3  There'll  be  errands  of  love  from  the  mansions  above. 

To  the  dear  ones  that  linger  below; 
And  it  may  be  our  Father  the  children  will  send 

To  be  angels  of  mercy  in  woe. 

There'll  be  something  to  do,  ttc. 


In  chanting  style. 


OH  !  MAKE  ME  THINE. 


T.  F.  SEWARD. 


— — # — i—a- 


9 


1.  3kly    Fa  -  ther, 

2.  With  patience 
jf  «.  


—g—^  

would  be 
the  race 


thy  child, 
have  run, 


4^.    4-    ^   »  ^ 

I  know  I'm  sin  -  tnl  way  -  ward,  wild 
Not   look-ing  back  when  once  be  -  gun. 


To 
And 


thee 
seek 


would  be  re  - 
I  -  va  -  tion  throuf 


con 
h  thy 


ciled, 
Son, 


3  The  narrow  way  I  fiin  would  tread. 
And  by  thy  gentle  hand  be  led, 
Witii  heavenly  manna  daily  fed. 
Oh!  make  me.  oh !  make  me  thine. 


Oh! 
And 
,S 


make 
make 


me, 
me. 


Oh! 
Oh! 
.S 


make 
make 


~~9~ 

me 
me 


PI 


thifie. 
thine. 


4  Make  me  to  love  thee  more  and  muro, 
'ihy  holy  spirit  on  me  pour  : 
Grant  me  of  grace  a  plent<»ous  store. 
Oh !  make  me.  oh!  make  me  thiue. 
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Words  by  R.  S.  Taylor. 


SCATTER  SMILES  AS  YOU  GO. 


_!S  !S  L 


-IS  S- 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY 
 ^,—1  [s 


1.  Scatter  smiles,  bright  smiles,  as  you  pass  on  yonr  waY,Thro'  this  world  of  toil    and  care 


Like  the 


CHORUS, 


beams  of  the  morning  that  gently  plav,Tbcy  will  leave  a  sunlight  there.  Scatter  smile6,bright  8mile6,Scatter 


Scatter  smiles, bright  smik'6,briglit  amilee, 


 ^ — » — , 


smiles  as  you  pass  on  your  way,  Scatter  smiles,    bright  smiles,        Scatter  smiles 


Si 


bright  smiles, 


Scatter  smiles,  Scatter  smiles,  Scatter  smiles  as  you  pass  on  your  way. 

bright  smiles,  bright  smiles, 


52  Scatter  smiles,  bright  smiles,  'tis  but  little  they  cost ; 
But  your  heart  may  never  know 
What  a  joy  they  may  carry  to  weary  ones 
Who  aie  pale  with  want  and  woe. — Cho. 


3  Scatter  smiles,  bright  smiles,  o'er  the  gi-ave  of  the  paet, 
Where  the  orphan's  treasure  lies; 
In  the  tear-drop  that  glistens  there  light  will  shine, 
As  the  rainbow  paints  the  skies. — CJio. 


SCATTER  SMILES  AS  YOU  GO.  Concluded, 
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4. 

Bcfvtter  smiles,  bright  smiles,  o'er  the  young  who 
have  strayed 

From  the  path  where  once  they  trod  ; 
You  may  lead  to  tlie  fountain  of  truth  again, 

You  may  bring  them  home  to  God. — Cho. 


Scatter  smiles,  bright  smiles,  as  you  pass  on  your 
way 

Through  tliis  world  of  toil  and  care ; 
Like  the  beams  of  the  morning  that  gently  play, 
They  will  leave  a  sunlight  there. — Cho. 


THE  SOLID  ROCK. 


-4  |-U«— :q_ 


9~S—9- 


L.  M.  6  lines. 

WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  My  hope  is  built  en  nothing  less 


^3==bpS:rj5z:S: 


Than  Jesus' blood  and  righteousness 
jB.  .0.  .m.  .0.  jm-  Iff:  3?:  'f^: 


I  dai  e  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, But  wholly  loan  on 


jai. 


Jesus'  nar 
-m  m  fl 


.c^_j^_,  "^pj— i^-f— — — ^-  >— — t— 


R — « — m- 


On  Christ, the  sol-  id  rock,  I  stand  ;  All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand,  All  other  ground  is  sinking  saud 

r  r  1^  ^  '        »^         I  \ 


2  "When  darkness  seems  to  veil  his  face, 
1  rest  on  his  unchanging  grace  ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vale: 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


3  His  oath,  liis  covenant,  and  blood. 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood  ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay  : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  • 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 
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WHITE  ROBES. 


WM.  B.  BRACDURY. 


"  AKD  LO,  A  GREAT  MCLTITUrE.  irmCH  NO  KAK  COCLD  NUMBXR.  OP  ALL  NATIOXS,  XKD  KryBRXCS ,  A5D  PEOPLI.  AND  TOXOITES 
BroOD  BEPORE  TUB  THRO.VK,  AND  BEFORE  THE  LAMB,  CLOTHED  WITH  ■WHITE  ROBES,  ANB  PALMS  IN  THEIR  HANDS. " —iJfV    Vii.  tj. 


_^4v7,  N  \  3*-^; — '■  ^^'—'^  r-l  —  ^-^-^  *  —  V-!  ^— s^-^-- ^ 

1 .  "Who  are  these  in  bright  array  .This  exulting. happy  throng. K.iund  tfie  altar  night  and  day.Singiog  one  triumphant  sonL'? 

2.  These  thro'  fiery  trials  trod, These  from  great,  sflliciions  came;  Now  before  the  throne  of  God, Sealed  with  his  almighty  name. 


CHORUS 


^^^^ 


They  have  clean  robes, white  robes,  White  robes  are  waiting  for  mel  Yes, clean  robes, white  robes, "Wasli'd  in  the  blood  of  the 


Lamb. 


8  Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  vrbite, 
Victor  palms  in  ev'ry  hand, 
Tl^.rougli  their  great  Redeemer's  might, 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 
They  have  clean  robes,  etc. 


4  Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs  ; 
Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears  ; 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  their  tears. 
They  have  clean  robes,  etc. 


Moderato. 


STEPHENS.    C.  31. 


JONES. 


1.  Tilis  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  mad( 


He  calls  tlie  hours  his  own  : 


Let  heaven  rejoice, let  earth  be  glad 


And  praise  surround  bis  throne. 


STEPHENS.  Concluded. 
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2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell: 
To-day  the  saints  liis  tniimphs  spread, 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  ! 
Help  us,  O  Lord!  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 


4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men, 

"With  messages  of  grace, 
Wlio  comes,  in  God,  iiis  Father's  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains, 

The  church  on  earth  can  raise  ; 
The  highest  lieavens,  in  which  he  reigns. 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 


LOVELY  ZION. 


Arise,  bhixe,  for  thy  lioht  rs  come,  and  the  glort  of  thi 

I    J  ST. 


"WXr.  B.  BRADBURY. 

LORD  13  KISEJf  UPON  THEE."— 7.fa?VjA  60,  1. 
,     „  .FULL  CHORUS. 


/  ZionI  bl  ight  and  fair,  strong  thy  bulwarks  are.  Anil  thy  towers  mnjestic  standIN 
\       Cit-y    of  our  God,  now  our  blest  abode    la  this  free  and  (Omit  / 

>  ^  I    I    I    ^  h  I    I  I 


happy  land. 


 1  — J — J  — .j  itLr—.,  Q  ^— r 

^-->L-d^^-n-^^-r^-^-:^-srr^J  ezxd— >i--:JS.c= 


on,  dear  Zion, 


—  «  1  U  


lovely  and  fair.  In  thy  beauty  now  appear  I  Ari* 

2  Now  the  Isles  of  the  sea  looking  imploring  to  thee 
For  the  gospel's  joyful  soutid! 

And  from  heathen  lands  millions  stretch  their  hands 
For  tlie  Word  which  you  have  found. — Cho. 

3  Let  the  Word  go  forth  to  the  south  and  north. 
And  thy  light  be  seen  afar, 


and  shine,  for  thy  light  is  come, And  the  glory  of  the  Lord  is  upon  thee. 


-^-^-h — i — t—^-i^-^-^-^-^- — — 

Till  the  east  aud  west  with  tha  rays  are  bleat 
Of  the  bright  and  morning  st.ir.  —  Cho. 
4  Then  the  heavenly  strain  shall  be  heard  again, 
As  it  once  o'er  Judah  ran  ; 
And  all  nations  join  in  the  song  divine — 
Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  man.  C'iuj. 
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BRING  IN  THE  LAMBS.   L     with  Chorns.  wm.b, 


BRADOTBT. 


re'.c  me.  kind  frier,  is     i  :??.:'.--3  dear.  Te  who  have  tci'ed  from  jear  toyearA  the  tender  lach?.' 

To  lead  us  up  t;.e  he-vei:;.-  r.  av.A-d  teach  us  h:"w  t wa:ci:  slJ  praj,*       /Bring  in  the  ;an-b?,  0  bri 


bricgihemin     to    Jesus'    fcid.  Bring  in    the  lambs,  the  tender  lambs,  6  bring  them,  bring  them  in  to  Jesus' fold. 


2  '"Soon  ye  shall  reap  if  ye  faint  not;" 
(0.  let  that  truth  bece'er  forgot ;) 

Wait  on  the  Lord." — ■•  your  strength  renew, 
••  Bo  zealocs,"'  and  be  hopeful,  too. — C/w. 

3  Bring  in  the  lambs,  while  yet  ye  may, 
Ere  :f  atan  claims  them  for  his  prey  : 


*       ^  ^  ^ 

iSo  "ye  shall  shine  as  stars  of  jie'nt." 
In  yonder  heaven  so  fair  and  biignt. — Cho^ 
,4  High,  high  the  heavenly  rapture  burns, 
I    Whene'er  a  prodigal  returns  I 

Strive,  strive  that  rapture  to  prolong, 
I    Till  earth  shall  echo  back  the  sons:  I — Cho. 


LA  MIRA.  CM, 


TVil.  B.  BRADBURY, 


LA  MIRA.  Concluded. 
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2  For  she  has  treasure  greater  far,  . 

Than  east  or  west  unfold; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread  ; 


A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  honry  head. 
4  According  as  her  labors  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase  ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peac«. 


THE  LAMB  UPON  CALVARY. 


^M.  B.  BRADBURY 


'..  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree  In  a-gonies  and  blood,  Who  fixed  His  languid  eyes  on  me,  As  near  His  cross  I  stood. 
J.  Sure  uever  till  my  latest  breath  Cau  I  forget  that  look;  1 1  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death.  Tho'  not  a  word  He  spoke, 

^^^~^,^:r;izri,-^d^-9.--s^z^   ^»  rS- 


cnoRus. 


0,  the  Lamb,  the  loving  Lamb,  The  Lamb  upon  Calvary,  The  Lamb  that  was  slain  and  liveth  again  To  intercedtf  for  ra 


3  My  conscience  felt  and  owned  my  guilt, 
And  plunged  me  in  despair  ; 
I  eaw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt, 
And  helped  to  nail  him  there. 

0.  the  Lamb,  the  loving  Lamb,  etc. 


4  A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 
I  freely  all  forgive  ; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid ; 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live." 

0,  the  Lamb,  the  loving  Lamb,  etc. 
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0,  WE  ARE  VOLUNTEERS. 


From    The  Silver  Chimes,  by  permissiou 
Not  too  Fast. 


CEO.  F.  ROOT. 


U        r  y  a-   ^      »     s»     0     «r—   ^  ^.  ^  ^ 

1.0,  we  are  volunteers  in  the  ar-my  of  the  Lord.  Forming:  in -to  line  at  our  Captain's  word; 

2.  The  glo-ry   of  our  flag  is  the  emblem  of  the  dove,  Gleaming  are  our  swords  from  the  forge  of  lovr, 

^•grrrd^ul  . — — ^s. 


-Zt, — wz^  J  ^ — — — —  


W  e  nre  under  marching  orders  to  take  the  battle  field.  And  we'll  ne'er  give  o'er  the  figlit  till  the  foe  shall  yietd. 
We  eo  furth,  but  not  to  battle  for  eartlilv  honors  vain,  "Tis  a  bright  iuamortal  crowu  that  we  seek  to  gaii. 


■t» — rg-^^^^  ^  — ^ — a  a — ^~[-* — ^~ 


' —  —  gH-* 


.  .  ^  * 

Come  and  join  the  ar  -  my,  the  ar-my  of  the  Lord,  Je  -  eus  is  our  Captain,  we  ral  -  ly  athisword; 
— — — *  *« — ^^-o  T  9    a  — <g       —  u>—^    ^       — - — — ^  ^— iP* — if-"  "  ~^ 


^— g: 


Sharp  will  be  the  con-flict -with  the  pow'rs  of  s'D.    But  witli  such  a  Leader,  we  are  sure  to  win 


0,  WE  ARE  VOLUNTEERS.  Concluded. 
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Our  foes  are  in  the  field,  pressins:  bard  on  ev'ry  side, — 
Envy,  anger,  liatred,  with  self  and  pride  ; 
They  are  cruel,  fierce  and  stroncr,  ever  ready  to  attaclc  ; 
We  must  watch,  and  fi<jht,  and  pray,  if  Ave'd  drive  them 
Cho. — Come  and  join  the  army,  etc.  [back. 


4. 


O.  glorious  is  the  struggle,  in  which  we  draw  the  sword, 
Glorioua  in  the  Kingdom  of  Christ,  our  Lord; 
It  shall  spread  from  sea  to  sea,  it  shall  reach  frora  shoM 
And  His  people  shall  be  hle-ssed  for  evermore,    [to  shore 
Clio. — Come  and  join  the  army,  etc. 


Words  by  H.  BOXAR. 


JESUS  IS  MINE. 

mine;  Break  eve -ry  ten-der  tie 


T.  F.  SEWARD. 


Je  -  sus   is  mine 


I  I 


 jjp— r(^—  rfg  » —  B  ^  •  I  ^— ^~   *    L •  J3 


Dvark  is  the  wild-er-ness.  Earth  has  no  resting  place,  Je- sus  a -lone  can  bless,  Je  -  sus     is  mine 


>  I 


Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Here  would  I  ever  stay; 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Perishinij  things  of  clar. 
Born  but  for  one  bi  ief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jcsua  is  miue. 


Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried. 
Left  but  a  disnial  void, — 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


I — r 

Farewell  mortality, 

Jfsns  is  mine  ; 
Wolcon^e  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blost, 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest. 
Welcome  my  Saviour  a  breast, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


A  BRIGHT  AND  GLORIOUS  KINGDOM, 


1.  There  :3 


B.  BRADBURY. 


-s  ki'g :       A  kiiric^i  brirh:  a::d  fair.  ±zi  raa-Dr  li6-t)e  child recWai too  the  good  King  rhere. 


0,  in  that  glorious  kingdom 
la  built  a  throne  of  gold; 
Its  ornaments  are  jewels. 
With  riches  ail  nntold. 
A  kingdom,  kingdom, 
A  bright  and  glorious  kingdom, 
A  kingdom,  a  kin gioLQ. 
A  kingdom  bright  and  fair. 

O,  in  that  glorious  kingdom. 

And  on  that  go'den  throne, 
Tljer^  reigns  tlie  blessed  S:iviour, 
Those  chiidren  are  hia  own. 


Ye?,  cliildren.  children, 
Are  in  that  glorious  kingdom  ; 
That  kingdom,  that  kingdom. 
That  kingdom  bright  and  fair. 

And  in  that  gloriocs  kingdom. 

Around  the  tnrone  of  goli. 
Are  throngs  of  children's  angels, 
Their  numbers  are  untoid. 
Tes.  ange's — angels 
Are  in  that  glorious  king  :om  ; 
Tnat  kingdo'm.  that  king  iom. 
That  kingdom  bright  and  f.Aii. 


A  BRIGHT  AND  GLORIOUS  KINGDOM.  Concluded. 
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5  The  children  of  that  kingdom, 

Around  that  glorious  throne, 
Have  pa'ms  and  crowns  of  victory, 
And  harps  of  sweetest  tone. 

All  singing— siniiing 

There  in  that  glorious  tingdom  ; 

That  kingdom,  that  kingdom, 

1  hat  kingdom  bright  and  fair. 

6  And  now  they  lift  their  voices 

In  praises  loud  and  sweet. 
And  cast  t'ueir  crowns  of  victory 
Down  at  their  Saviour's  feet. 

Words  vrrUlea  for  this  xcork  by  Rev. 


C.  E 


Of  victory,  victory, 

Their  crowns,  their  crowns  ol  victory, 

Of  victory,  of  victory. 

Their  crowns  at  Jesus'  feet 

Come,  all  who  love  that  kingdom, 

That  kingdom  briglit  and  fair  ; 
Come,  give  your  hearts  to  Jesus, 
And  dwell  forever  there. 

And  praise  him — praise  him 
Forever  in  that  kingdom  ; 
That  kingdom,  that  kingdom, 
That  kingdom  bright  and  fair. 
K50X,  Bloornfitld,  Xeia  Jersey, 


FULTON.  Ts. 

TVK.  B.  BRADBURY. 

At.  1  ^ifc  ^  '  t        ^  ^,       ^    '         '         '  I  I  t  «*■  -^1,   ^ 


I.  Brother,  has:  thou  waader'd  far  From  thy  Father's  happy  home."Wi:h  thyself  and  God  at  vrar?  Turn  thee,  brother,  hnnap- 

[ward  come. 


2  Haet  thnn  wasted  all  the  powers  j  3  He  can  heal  t'ny  bitterest  wound, 

God  for  noble  uses  gave?  |  He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear; 

Squander'd  life's  most  golden  hours?  j  Seek  him.  for  he  may  be  found, 

Turn  thee,  brother;  God  can  save.  I  Call  upon  him  ;  be  is  near. 
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I  AM  SO  HAPPY, 


B.  BEADBDBT. 


DIALOSmS  BETWEEW  SCHOLARS  AND  TEACHERS. 

'•IS  ANT  MEKRT,  LET  HIM  SING  PSALMS,"— /ames  5.  13. 


,  )  \-r.-i  ^  !  ^-r-J  ^».-JB«,_».-    I  ,  -1  N-pJ  4  fil_ 


Scholars  I  am 


ii 


hap 
I 


day  long,  I    Can  -not  keepfrom  singi 

^  i    >  I 


Glad  words  are  ev-er  on  my  tongue,  And 

I    N  I    ^   i    >  I  > 

—  I  Urf  1  Urf   -  L,i  


1^ 


CHORUS. 


pleasant  thoughts  are  s 


_i — ^ — _i —  — 1 —  , — V  J — >  _! — ^  I — ^  -I  1 — r»  _j — v-1-m 

ng. Teacher,  teacher, Tell  me  why  I  am  so  happy, Happy,  happy, In  our  own  dear  Sabbath  school 


Teachees. 

2  You  love  the  cliecrfnl  liyrnns  of  praise 

Thnt  tune  our  souls  to  gladness, 
And  wliile  their  choral  notes  we  raise, 
'I'here  is  no  time  for  sadness. 
Children,  children.  This  is  why  you  are  so  hnppy, 
Happy,  happy,  In  our  own  dear  Sabbath-school. 
Scholars. 

3  Fly  swift  ye  week-days,  come  and  go, 

And  bring  the  holy  morning.; 
I  rise  with  pleasure  all  aglow, 
To  greet  its  earliest  dawning. 
Teacher,  teacher.  Tell  me  M'hy  I  am  so  happy,  itc. 


Teachers. 

4  It  is  your  gentle  Shepherd's  voice 

That  tells  the  pleasing  story. 
That  makes  your  hearfs  in  love  rejoice, 
And  leads  to  life  and  glory. 
Children,  children.  This  is  why  you  arc  so  happy 
Happy,  happy,  In  our  own  dear  Sabbath-school. 
Scholars. 

5  I  love  to  hear  the  Sabbath  bells. 

That  call  me  to  my  teachers ; 
Where  kindness  in  each  bosom  dwells, 
And  lights  tlieir  hajip}-  features. 
Teacher,  teacher,  tell  me  vfhy  1  am  so  liappy, 


*  This  piece  may  be  sung  by  the  school  alone,  omiting  the  stauxas  for  t«aeber8,  if  pre!"ered. 


I  AM  SO  HAPPY.  Concluded. 
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Teachkes. 

6  The  Bible  is  the  word  of  trnth,— 

A  pure  and  priceless  treasure ; 
0  make  it  in  the  days  of  youth 
The  source  of  ali  your  pleasure. 
Children,  children,  This  Is  wliy  you  are  so  happy, 
Happv,  happy,  In  our  own  dear  Sabbath-school. 

Scholars. 

7  Alas,  for  children  hr  and  near. 

"Who  have  no  Sabbath  teachingr; 
Will  not  some  faithful  guide  appear, 

With  kindly  hand  out-reaching  ?  [happy, 
Teacher,  teaclier,  0  'twouiJ  make  them  all  so 
Happy,  happy,  In  their  own  dear  Sabbatii-school. 


Teachers  {ichue  the  Scholars  sing  the  9.'A  sianza.'^ 

8  These  heavenly  blessings  while  you  share 

Your  hearts  with  wisdom  lighted. 
Remember  in  your  evening  praver 

Poor  children  thus  benighted.  [happy, 
God  will  hear  you.  He  will  make  them  good  and 
Happy,  happy.  In  their  own  dear  SabbatU-sohool, 

Scholars  [icith  Teachers  singing  8lh  sUxma-l 

9  These  heavenly  blessings  while  we  share 

Our  hearts  with  wisdom  lighted  ; 
We  will  remember  in  our  prayer 

Poor  children  thus  benighted.  [happy, 
God  will  hear  us.  He  will  make  them  good  and 
Happy,  happy,  In  their  own  dear  Sabbath-school. 


EVAN.    c.  y. 


1.  Now  condescend, Almightv  K 


Arranged  by  Dr.  LOWELL  MASON" 

I    ,  If 


:g,To  b".es3  this  bappv  throrg  ;  And  kindly  listen  while  we  sing  Our  humble, gratefal  song. 


I        I     I     I  'II 

We  come  to  own  the  power  divine 
That  watches  o"er  our  days  ; 

For  this  our  cheerful  voices  join 
In  hymns  of  grateful  praise. 

We  come  to  learn  thy  holy  word, 
And  ask  thy  tender  care ; 


Before  thy  throne,  Almighty  Lord, 
We  bend  ia  humble  prayer. 

4  May  we  in  safety  pass  this  day, 
From  sin  and  danger  free  ; 
And  ever  walk  in  that  svire  way, 
That  leads  to  heaven  aad  thee* 


346  JOYFUL  EVERMORE. 


"EEJOICE  IX  TH2  LORD  AL-^ATS.  A>D  AGAIN  I  SAT  EEJOICE."  "U'M.  B.  BRADBURY. 

SEMI-CHORUS.  FULL  CHORUS.  SE3II-CH0RUS. 


— s — 

s 

1  

"J 

1  1 
t  # 

■  i 

9       0       0         -  - 

'  '  ' — 

^  /  \st.  Thro'  the  world  w 
■  \  2d.  K ight  will  soon  be 

i::^' 9 *  \  ! — 

j"re  marcbincr  c 
turn'd  to  day 

n.  Joy-ful,  joy  -  ful 
,  Joy-ful,  joy  -  ful, 

p      *      §  § 

\—0  0 — i 

jov  -  ful ! 
j..y  -  ful ! 

#  o 

0      0      0*     *    •    *  - 

Soon  our  Heaven  will  be  won, 
God  will  wipa  all  tears  a  -  way, 

^      ^  ,-\0-0-^ 

/     ✓  * 

• 

.  ^  r 

-y  y  / 

'  /«- 

a  '» 

1  I 

f 

^— T — ^— -f/-VH  

FULL  CHORUS  |     Ist.  I  2d.    |  REFRAIN'. 
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gate,  There  our  loved  ones  for  us  wait.  Joy  -  ful,  jovful,  ev-  er  -  more,  Jovful  ev-  er  -  more. 


JOYFUL  EVERMORE.  Conclnded. 
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lit  Si-mi-Chorus. — Tho"  we  here  most  bear  the  crosJ 

Chorus. — Joyful,  joyful,  joyful  ; 
Itt. — Counticg  earthly  gain  as  ioss. 

C'\crus. — Joyful  evermore. 
2d. — W":,tn  we  lay  life's  bcrdeu  dowc, 

C\crus. — Joyful,  joyful,  joyful; 
2d. — We  Si. all  take' the  promised  crown, 

Chorui. — Joyful  evermore. 

Refrain' — 0,  the  road  is  short,  etc. 


Is:. — Now  we  look  to  Christ  for  aid, 

Chorus  — Joyful,  j' yful.  joyful  ; 
Is.'. — ^oce  in  vain  to  him  have  graved, 

Chorus. — Joyful  evermore. 
£J. — Let  tis  place  our  trust  in  Him. 

Chorus. — Joyful,  joyful,  joyful  ; 
2d. — >'ever  let  our  faith  grow  dim. 

Chorus. — Joyful  evermore. 
Refrairu — 0,  the  road  is  short,  ote. 


IS  THERE  ONE  FOR  ME? 


THEO.  F.  SE-fVAKD. 


7r~.  K  *  — a  ^  — •  s; 


J .  Mansions  are  prepared  aborcBv  the  gracious  God  cf  icve  ;  ilarr        those  mansions  see — Is  there  one  prepare-i  f:r  me 
2.  Crowns  itiai  dazzle  l.uican  eye. Wait  for  these  who  reach  the  sky;  Many  will  tLose  bright  crowns  be — li  there  one.sc 
Jt.  ^      I  ^   Jt..       '  ^    ^    Ml  Jt...  ^  >  ^  . 


 ^ — T 


Is  there  one  fjr    me?      Is  there  one  for    me?    Ma- y  will  those  mansions  see— Is  there  c-e  rrepare  J  for  me 
.      Jt         JR.    «.    ^  .     M.  M,  M-   M.   Jt,  M.  M.  .    ^  ^  .         ,  ^ 


S  Robes  of  spotless  white  are  given, 
By  the  glorious  King  of  Heaven  ; 
All  can  have  them,  they  are  free, — 
Is  there  oce  prepared  for  me  ? 
Is  there  one  for  me  ?  et«. 


4  Harpe  of  solemn  s-'t:iid  above, 
Swell  loud  praises  to  His  love  : 
Oh  !  how  sweet  their  soucds  will  be,— 
Is  there  one  prepared  for  me? 
Is  there  one  for  me?  «to. 


348  MARCHING  ONI 

Words  by  Rev.  R.  LOWRY.       SUNDAY  SCHOOL  BATTLE  SONG. 


WM.  B.  BRADBUEY. 


 T-l  ^  Vr-  ^  5  r  K  '  S  ^  H  ^  ^    '  -11 


I .  Jlai  cJiiiig  on!  marching  on  I  glad  as  birds  on  Die  wing, Come  ll.e  bright  ranks  of  soldiers  from  near  and  from  far, 

i  p-- 


iJapjiy  liearts,  full  of  song, 'neath  our  banners  we  bring,  We  are  sol-diei  s   of  Zi  -  on  prepared    for  the  wa 


marching  on 


 1  1- 


Marcliin;:  on  1 

^ — ^_,_._L«___jj_i  t-i  1  — T~\ — ^—^-^ 

Slarching  on  I  marching  on  !  marching  on  I  marching  on  !  Sound  the  bat-tie  -  cry  I  Sound  the  bat-  tie  -cryl  Marching 
-g:._g:i_g-_-S: — m^^^  — x:— "T-P — T^-A — . — « — ^' — •-i-g-^ — « — « — *S 


1  Marching  on  I 


 i^—l^  ^-  • 


on  I  marching  on  !  marching  on  !  marching  on  !  Slmut  tlie  vie-  to  -  vy,  ilie  vie  -  (o-  rv,  the  vie     -     to  •   ry  I 


MARCHING  ON!  Concluded. 
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2. 

Pressing  on!  pressing  on!  to  the  din  of  tlie  fray, 

With  the  firm  tread  of  faith  to  the  battle  we  go; 
'Mid  the  cheering  of  angels,  our  ranks  march  away, 
With  our  flags  pointing  ever  right  on  tow'rds  the  foe. 
Marching  on,  &,q. 

3. 

Fighting  on!  fighting  on  !in  the  midst  of  the  strife, 
At  tlie  call  of  our  Captain,  we  draw  ev'ry  sword  ; 


We  are  battling  for  God,  we  are  struggling  for  life, 
Let  us  strike  ev'ry  rebel  that  fights  gaiust  the  Lord 
Marching  on,  &c. 

4. 

Singing  on!  singing  on  !  from  tlie  battle  we  come, 
Ev'ry  flag  bears  a  wreath,  ev'ry  soldier  renown  ; 

Ileav'nly  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  iis  home, 
And  the  Saviour  will  give  us  a  robe  and  a  crown. 
Marching  on,  &c. 


I  NOW  BELIEVE.   C  M.,  with  Chorus, 


i  1  'rr-,—\- 


 1- 


J— t 


:S5 


4— L_J- 


1   Tliere  is  a  fountain  Clled  with  blood, 

Dravrn  from  Imraanuel's  ve' 
ChQ.  I  now  believe,  I  do  believe,  That  Jesus  died  for  me  ;  T 


And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
m  ;  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains, 

hat  on  the  cross  he  shed  liis  blood.  From  sin  to  set  me  free. 


i 


-<9— 1£3— -SI — (Zf 


2  Th£  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 

Wash  all  my  sins  away. 
Cno. — I  now  believe,  I  do  believe.  &c. 
8  Thou  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

I  now  believe,  I  do  believe,  &o. 


r— r-t— t- 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  suppl}-, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

I  now  believe,  I  do  believe,  •I'c. 

5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save  ; 
When  tliis  poor,  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

I  now  believe,  I  do  beUeve,  && 
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THE  LAND  OF  PROMISE. 

,     ,  CHORUS,  cres. 


Wir.  B.  BRADDUBT. 


.  /Girls. Vi'e  are  bound  for  the  Innd  of  promise.  Who  will  join  our  happy  thron^?\  [sunny  land  forever  ; 

\Buys.  We  are  buuod  for  the  land  of  promise.  Aud  our  march  will  not  be  long./  We  shall  meet,  no  more  to  sever,  In  that 


I.  >  .m.  mum 
•■^-m—m-m    ,  m  i  


I  1 

_L  N  J  N  _N  _L 


\  I  !_ 


We  are  bouud  for  the  land  of  promise.  We  are  bound  for  the  land  of  promise. 

Come  and  join  our  happy  throng,  Come  and  join  our  happy  throng. 


/  M..m.  .m.js..m.  ,       I      ^  I 

* — m—m—\     ■         I     f     (9—j-»-—m~m—m  ■  m—»—& 

^'f;:g-^r*~<*--^-r*-*-^-^-p— y-:  — — 

 1 — ^— — ^_j^-tp_, — I — ^ — 1-_  :: — -^bp:^_p. 

2  Far  away  in  the  fields  of  glory 

Saints  and  angels  sweetlv  sing, 
Far  away  in  the  fields  of  glory 
xsow  their  hallelujahs  ring. —  Cho. 

3  IVhen  our  liearts  oppressed  and  wearv, 

Jesus  bids  us  watch  and  pray  ; 


JESUS  MY  OWN. 

»  U'H'Z—^  — <»  a —  e>  m  m—^&  


When  our  henrts  oppressed  and  weary, 
He  will  cheer  us  on  our  way. — Cho. 

4  Onward,  then,  to  the  land  of  promise, 
Stay  not  in  the  vale  below; 
Onward  haste  to  the  land  of  promise, 

Where  the  streams  of  pleasure  flow. — Cho* 
Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 


1    Let     the    sha  -  dows  round  me    gath  -  er,     And    the  day 


Pass 


i 


way —    Je  -  sus    loves  me. 


CB0KC8.  Je  •  BUS   loves  me, 


fays  loves    me;    You  may  have     All    the      world;   Je  -  sus   loves  me. 


JESUS  MY  OWN.  Concluded. 
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t  Tho'  the  tide  of  sorrow  wkelm  me, 

In  the  floflr 

This  I  know— 
Jesus  loves  me.  Cko. 
3  Dearest  earthly  friends  may  leave  me  ; 

He  my  own, 


Stays  alone — 
Jesus  loves  me.  Cho. 
4  Neither  sin  nor  death  can  fright  me  , 

Jesus  died. 

He'll  provide — 
Jesus  loves  uie.  Cho. 


RESPONSE  TO  "JESUS  PAID  IT  ALL." 

The  foUowinff  hymn,  by  the  Rev.  E.  P.  Hammo:»d,  was  first  sung  at  a  larjre  Union  Meeting  of  Children  and  Yoath,  In 
Rochest^er,  X.  Y..  October  4th,  1863.  As  a  response  to  that  beautiful  hymn/'Je.'sus  paid  it  all."  ou  page  i2,  il  will  b«  foood 
Very  useful  ;  for  who  that  is  truly  converted,  does  not  wish  to  be  '•doing  something"  for  Jesus? 


1  I  have  Ccist  mj  "doing"  down, 

Yes,  down  at  Jesus"  feet, 
Kow  I  stand  in  Him  alone, 
All  glorious  and  complete. 
Jesus  paid  it  all, 

All  to  Him  1  owe ; 
Something  either  great  or  small, 
From  love  to  Him  I'll  do. 

2  Now  to  Jesus'  work  I'll  oling, 

Alone  by  simple  faith  ; 
Doing  was  a  "deadly  thing. 
It  would  have  been  mv  death. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  &c. 

8  Leeal  works  I've  given  o'er, 
My  Jesus  is  my  all ; 
Sins  that  tasted  sweet  before 
Upon  my  senses  pall. 
Jeaus  paid  it  all, 


4  Jesus  once  in  anguish  bled 

Upon  the  crnel  tree  ; 
There  He  bowed  His  sacred  head, 
And  suffered  all  for  me. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  &c. 

5  "Twos  my  sins  that  nailed  Him  there. 

My  sins  that  shed  His  blood, 
Mine  that  pierced  His  bleeding  side, 
The  blessed  Son  of  God. 
Jesus  paid  it  all,  &c. 


All  my  life  shall  now  be  given 

To  Christ,  my  risen  Lord  ; 
Learning  all  the  wav  to  Heaven, 
My  duty  in  His  Word. 
Jesus  paid  it  all. 

All  to  Him  I  owe . 
Something  either  great  or  8 
From  love  to  Him  I'U  do. 
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Words  written /or  this  work.  ALL    BY  GRACE. 

BY  GHACB  iSLH  TB  SATED,  AND  THAT  NOT  OF  TODESKLVBS  :  IT  13  THE  GIFT  OT  QOD," 


1.  0,if  my  soul  is  saved  from  death, 'Twill  be  by  grace— all  by  grace  ;  Let  praise  employ  ray  latest  breath, Prais'epraiVei^foi' 


._j — ^  J — 


A  living  light  my  way  to  cheer  ;  0  for  grace, for  saviug  grace 


My  strength  ia  weakness, hope  in  fe 


2  If  Jesus  cleanse  me  from  my  sin. 

'Twill  be  by  grace,  all  by  grace 
If  now  I  feel  a  peace  within, 

'Tis  all  by  grace. 
Be  this  my  shield  against  despair 
^ly  joy  in  e%'ery  pain  I  bear  ; 
Be  this  the  burden  of  my  prayer, 

0  fof  grace,  for  saving  grace  I 


lly  refuge  when  the  storm  is  near. 


3^ 


3  If  rescued  from  the  tempter's  hand, 
'Twiil  be  by  grace,  all  by  grace  ; 

If  on  the  Christian's  Kock  I  stand, 
'Tis  all  by  grace, 

Not  of  myself,  no  work  of  mine 

Can  light  the  spark  of  love  divine  ; 

No,  Saviour,  no,  the  gift  is  thine, 
0  for  grace,  for  saving  grace  ! 


4  If  on  the  wings  of  faith  I  soar, 

'Twill  be  by  grace,  all  by  gr;K;e  : 
"Where  sin  and  death  are  felt  no  more. 

'Tis  all  by  grace. 
0  when  my  captive  soul  is  free, 
When  life  eternal  opes  for  me. 
That  glorious  theme  my  song  shall  be. 
Saved  by  grace,  yes,  saved  by  grace  I 


4=—* — 


:8i5: 


THE  LOVELY  LAND 


Tiys  CHORUS. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 


r 

2  f    w    Jlother,  dear,  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  When  shall  I    come    to  thee?\ 
\When  shall  my  sorrows  have    an  end  ?  Th  y  joys,  when  shall  I  see?/ 


D.  S.  golden  strand  wait  the  happy,  liappy  band, To  welcome  theransom'd  home. 


-•-eh-m-m — m — r*- 


i 


the  land,  the  love  -  ly  land,  The 


i 


THE  LOVELY  LAND 

land     o'er      the    Jor  -  dan's  foam  ;       On  the 


Concluded. 


2  0  hixppy  liarbor  of  God's  saints! 
O  sweet  and  pleasant  sjii  I 
lu  tliee  no  sorrows  can  be  found, 
Xor  grief,  nor  care,  nor  toil.  Cho. 
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COME  THOU  FOUNT. 


3  Thy  walls  are  made  of  precious  stones, 
Thy  bulwarks  diamond  square, 
Thv  jrates  are  all  of  orient  pearl  - 

6  God  !  if  I  were  there.    Cho.    F.  Quaeles. 

(Xettleton.)   8s  &  7s. 

Arranged  for  this  work,  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURT. 
CHORU.-^. 

'  -rq— > — ^-2,—  p-V_w.?!r- 


/  Come  thon  Fount  of    ev  -  ery  blessing,  Tune  our  hearts  to   grateful   lays  ;  \ 
■'V  Streams  of  mer  -  cy,  nev  -  er    ceasing.    Call  for  songs  of    loudest  praise./     I    love  Je  -  sus,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah, 

—  


ts  to   grateful  lavs 
)f 


Te  -  sus  smiles,  and  loves  me  too. 


2  Teach  rae  some  melodious  measure, 
Sung  by  raptnr'd  saints  above; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
"While  I  sing  redeeming  love. —  Cho. 

8  Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  .stranger, 
AN  a'^  denng  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 


He.  to  6.ive  my  soul  from  danger. 

Interposed  bis  precious  blood.  —  Cho. 
4  Prone  to  wander, — Lord,  I  feel  it; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  my  heart — 0,  take  and.  seal  it, 

Seal  it  from  thj  courts  above.^CAo. 
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PEACEFUL  REST 


"^Xr.  B.  BRADBURY. 


U.,     <.!,„   .    TU^   IV..  i. .'.Ul  T'    ^ 


1.  Go   to   thy  1-est  in    jieace,     And  soft    be  thy  repose  ;  Thy  toils  are  o'er  thy  trouble*  cease. From  earthrycares  ir 

2.  Go   to  thy  peaceful  rest,        For  thee  we  need  not  weep,  Since  thou  art  now  among  tlie  blest,  No  more  bv  sin  and 


^-r-j>-7>—   — M  I  


sweet  relt&se, Thine  eyelids  gentle  close,  Thine  eyelids  gently  close, 
sorrow  pressed. But  hush'd  in  quiet  sleep.  But  hush'd  in  quiet  sleep. 


Go  to  thy  rest,  and  while 

Thy  absence  we  deplore. 
One  thought  our  sorrow  shall  beguili 
For  soon  with  a  celestial  smile, 
We  meet  to  part  no  more, 
"We  meet  to  part  no  more. 


hush'd  in  sleep 

DEATH  OF  A  SCHOLAR 


8S  &  7s,  Dr.  L.  MASOy. 


13 


l.Sister,thou  wast  niiJd  and  lovely. Gentle  as  the  summer  breeze:PIeasant  as  the  air  of  evening,When  it  floarts  among  the  trees. 
2.  Peaceful  be  thy  sileatslumber,  Peaceful  in  the  grave  so  low;  Thou  no  more  wilt  join  our  nuiaber,Thou  no  more  our  songs 

Shalt  know. 

 ,  I  I     I   ^1   .     .     .     .     I  1,1^ 
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3  Dearest  sister,  thou  hast  left  us, 
Here  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel ; 
But  'tis  God  that  hast  bereft  us  : 
He  can  still  our  sorrow  heal. 


4  Yet  agaiu  we  hope  to  meet  thee, 
When  the  day  of  life  is  fled  ; 
Then,  in  heaven  with  joy  to  greet  the*. 
Where  no  farewell  tear  is  shed. 


HASTE  TO  THY  HOME. 

AN  ANSWER  TO  LONELY  TRAVELER. 


WorrJs  and  Mnsi'c  bv 
W.  BENNETT.  ' 


 L-j,  -g_       -__U_^__  ^_L- 


1.  Lonelv   traveler,  speed  thy  fliglit,  Tho'sore  op  -  pr<  p^eil 


L<>!  tlie  ha  -  ven    is       in  siirbt, 


Yet  we  ask  tliee 


Toiiing  thou'st  come 


2  Weary  traveler,  linger  not, 

But  urge  thv  wav  ; 
Since  earth  hath  no  quiet  spot, 

Wliere  thou  niay'st  sta}-. 
Purer  joys  than  earth  can  give, 

Beckon  thee  on  ; 
Pleasures  tliat  will  ever  live 

Wlien  earth  is  gone. 


3  Thou  art  journeying  to  a  home 
Where  all  is  fair. 

"Where  the  ransom'd  ones  shall  come, 

All  will  be  there  ; 
There  no  tears  shall  ever  flow, 

No  heart  be  sad  : 
Bliss,  immortal,  all  shall  know, 
All  shall  be  glad. 

4  On.  then,  wearv  pilgrim,  on  ! 

Though  rough  thy  way. 
Bid  th}'  doubts  and  fears  begooe. 

Haste  thee  away ; 
Earthward  we  would  call  thee  not, 

Longer  to  roam. 
Heaven  is  thy  rest — thy  lot, 

Heaven  is  thj  home. 
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DUET. 


BEAUTIFUL  LAND  OF  REST.       Music  by  e.lowey. 

^     ,        CHORUS.  rUET. 


1.  Je  -  ru  -   sa  -  lem.  for  -ev  -  er  bright,— Beaati  -  ful  land    of     rest,       No  win  -  ter  there,  nor  chill  of  night, 


CHORUS, 


5eau-ti-ful   laud     of  rest 


■ —  0  «  0 — 1  


^      f  > 


The    drip  -  ping  cloud    is  chased     a  -  way,    The   sun   breaks    forth  in 


 0 — 


CHORUS. 

-V  ^4.  ^  


rest.      Beau-ti  -  ful  land, 
3?:  • 


endless  day,— Je -ru  -  sa  -  lem,   Je  -  ru  -   sa-lem,    The  beauti  -  ful   land    of     rest.      Beau-ti  -  ful  land, 
/f\  ^  '         \      \  -a-  T»-  . 


Beautiful  land,    Beautiful  land  of 


 —  r  •-- —  -A  ■  >  % — I  ^--r-^  rn 

Beautiful  land.  Beautiful  land ,  Beautiful  land  of  rest. 
»-  ^  »-  -m-  -a^  ^ 


2  Jerusalem,  forever  free, — 

Beautiful  land  of  rest  I 
The  soul's  sweet  home  of  Liberty, — 

Beautiful  land  of  rest  I 
The  gyves  of  sin,  the  chains  of  woe, 
The  ranaomed  there  will  never  know.    Jerusalem,  ic. 


3  Jerusalem,  for  ever  dear,— 

Beautiful  land  of  rest  ! 
Thy  pearly  gates  almost  appear, — 

Beautiful  land  of  rest ! 
.And  when  we  tread  thy  lovely  shore, 
We'll  sing  the  song  ■we've  sung  before.   Jerusalem, Ac 


HE  LEADETH  ME. 
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The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I  SHALt,  not  want.    He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  qreen  pastures  ;  he  leadeth  me 

BESIDE  the  still  W  ATERS."  W'U.  E.  BRADBURY 


1.  He  lead  eth  me!  0,  blessed  thought,  0,  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught,  Whate'er  I  do,  where- 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom,  By  waters  still,  o'er 


cnoRUS. 


e'er  I  be.  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth  me  ! 
troubled  sea — Still  'tis  His    hand  that  lead -eth  me! 


He  lead-eth  me!  He  lead -eth  me !  Bv 
He  lead-eth  me  !  etc. 


„.    J...    «      «       -  "T- 

• 

0.      jC.       ^.  .C. 

— 

— » — ~ — 

r 

^         1  1 

Si 


his  own  hand  he  leadeth  me ;  Hisfaithfulfollower I  would  be,  Forbv  his  hand  he  leadeth 
■m.    _    ^  ^  I  ^.  .0.  M.  ^ 


3  Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whiiteviT  lot  I  see, 
Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me. 
He  leadeth  me,  etc. 


4  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  cone. 
When  by  thy  grace,  the  victory'?  won, 
E'en  deatli's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  m€. 
He  leadeth  me,  etc. 
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THE  MORNING  LAND, 


\  1  —1  p  4   ^  1 

,111' 

p— 1  -1  , 

,  /Then 

■ght  will  cast  no  sha  -  dow  Up - 
here  the  sound  of  weep-ing  Shall 

J — g— S_=J- 

on  the  raornitig 
nev-er-more  beh 

Egzi — «_ 
and.  The. 
eard  :  With 

lark  clouds  ne'er 
sorrow  and  with 

will  gather  A 
sigh-ing  Our 

 1  1     tr—    .  ,  . 

1  1 

1  1 

CHORUS. 


 ;u    ■  VJ-J 

— 

m     »     ■»  ■       *     -  ■  ' 

-J  - 

— 

bove  the  g 
hearts  no  m 

- 

oldens 
ore  be  s 

;rand  ;\ 

tirred  jThe  morning  land,  tl 

le  r 

1        1        1        1      ^    !       "  1 

uorning  land.How  blessed  "twill  be  t 
-g.         -g-    J    ^  :^t 

hero  to  stand,  And 

V  r-  --^  J 

1 

r — 

THE  MORNING  LAND.  Concluded. 
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Wc  mourn  earth's  faded  blossoms, 

But  there  bright  flowers  will  bloom, 
Beyond  the  grave's  cold  porta], 

Beyond  the  silent  tomb. 
Fairer  than  early  Eden, 

Fairer  than  aught  below. 
"Will  be  that  land  of  morning. 

The  home  to  which  we  go. 
Cho. — The  morninor  land,  etc. 


Our  days  are  swiftly  gliding, 

Fraught  with  both  good  and  ill  , 
But  tliough  life's  draught  seeais  bitter, 

We'll  trust  the  Giver  still. 
By  faith  we  will  look  forward, 

Till  joyfully  we  stand 
Beside  the  loved  and  loving. 

In  God's  own  morning  land. 

Cho. — The  morning  laud,  etc 


Words  by  BOXAR. 


NEVERMORE  BE  SAD  OR  WEARY. 


THEO.  F.  SEWARD. 


1.  This  is  not  my  place  of  resting,  Mine's  a  cit-y  yet  to  come  ;  Onward  to  it    I  am  hastiii<!r.  On   to  my  e  -  ternal  home. 

2.  lu  it  al)  is  light  and  glory,  O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day;  Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story— All  the  curse  has  passed  away. 


CHORUS. 


I  I  i  I         '  ' ' i  I    i  I  I  I  I  1  ' '  '  I 


Nevermore,  Nevermore,    Nevermore  be  sad  or  weary,  Nev-ermore,  Nev-ermore,  Nev-ermore  to   s:n  a-gain. 

 i  1^— I  U  L|  t_L|  j  ^  1  .  L|  ^  1  U       ..  p-J_J-U 


8  There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along. 
On  the  freshest  pastures  feed  us. 
Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 
Nevermore,  etc. 


4  Soon  we  pass  this  dreary  desert, 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain, 
Nevermore  be  sad  or  weary, 
Nevermore  to  sin  again. 
Nevermore  etc. 
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THE  ANGELIC  HOST.  8s  S:  7s. 


"Vnr.  B.  BRADBURY. 


1.  Hark!  Avliat  mean      tlioseho-ly  voi- ces,  Sweetly  sound  -  ing  thro' the  skies  ?  Lo  !  th'angel    -  ichostre 
^    ^     I  .  .m.       ^  jm.  ^ 


Hark !  -n-liat  mean  tliose  hoi  V  voices , 


—  p 

Sweellv  soundiu"  thro'  the  skies  1 


Lo  !  th'anjrelic  host  re 


Hear  them  chant 


FOR  CHRISTMAS  OR  OTHER  FESTIVALS. 


2  Peace  on  earth — good-will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found  ; 
"  Souls  redeemed,  and  snis  forgiven," 

Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
Christ  is  horn,  the  great  Anointed; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing! 
0,  receive  whom  God  appointed, 

For  jour  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 


3  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy  ; 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him. 

Glory  he  to  God  most  high. 
Ha>te,"ye  mortals,  to  adore  him  ; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy; 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high. 


JESUS  OUR  PILOT. 


3C1 


"And  He  arose,  axd  rkbckid  the  ■wind,  axd  said  unto  the  sea,  peace,  be  still."— 3/arA- iv,  39. 
Words  by  KATE  CAMERON.  W.\[.  B.  BRADBURT. 


S  3 


1.  Jesus    is  our  Pilot, —    No  one  else  can  guide  Our  frail  bark  in  safety.  O'er  life's  stormy  tide. 

2.  Jesus    is  our  Pilot, —  Leanins^  on  His  arm,  We  are  safe  from  danger,  Safe  from  fear  and  liarni. 

3.  Jesus    is  our  Pilot, — "Well  he  knows  the  way,  From  these  earthly  siiadows.  To  the  realms  of  day. 


J— -jT— • — — m-rm---—  —y» — m — « — 

g— rg'^-g---r*  * — •  

'    '  ' 

 w 

1 

When  the  waves  of  trouble  Baffle  human  skill. 
In  His  strong  protection  Let  us  ev  -  er  rest  ; 
He  can  find  that  harbor,    Others  seek  in  vain, 


He  can  always  calm  them  With  His  "Peace,  be  still!" 
Refufrefrom  all  sorrow  On  Ilis  faithful  bre-.'U't, 
Where  as  Lord  of  glorv,  Evermore  He'll  reign. 


L'liiiiiiiiSiiij 


FULL  CHORUS, 


Jesus    is  our  Pi  -  lot — Guided  by  his  hand,    We  shall  reach  the  haven,  On  the  golden  strand. 


If: 


pa 
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ONWARD,  EVER  ONWARD. 


Words  bj  FANNY  CROSBY. 
DUETT.   Girls.  ^ 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


1,  Whither  are  you   go  -  ing,  Pilgrim     of    a       day,        Tar-ry  but     a    moment.  Rest  you  on  your  way  ? 





DUETT.  BoTS. 


N«    we  cannot    lin  -  ger  here.  Day  is  waning       fast,       We  must  reach  the  haven.   Ere  the  light  is  past. 

=-i —    i    r-^  T=pj=1^cd  1  f=-^:^=^-  -A=^ 


CHORUS.  . 


er  onward, 

iifii 


Onward,  er-er    onward,     Tho' by   tempest    driv'u,       0    how  sweet  the  promise.     We  shall  rest  in  heaven. 


Girls. 

2  You  will  soon  be  wearv,  Pilgrims  of  a  day, 
Trials  are  btfure  you.  Danger's  in  your  way  ; 
Boys. 

Still  by  faith  we"il  journey  on,  Tho'  our  path  be  drear, 
If  th«  Saviour  lead  us.  What  have  we  to  fear  J 


Chorus. 
Onward,  ever  onward, 

Tho'  by  tempest  driv'n, 
0  bow  sweet  the  promise, 

We  shall  rest  in  heavcB. 


ONWARD,  EVER  ONWARD.  Concluded. 
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Girls. 

Pilgrims  are  ye  going,  Where  the  angels'  song 
O'er  the  fields  of  glory  Gently  floats  along  ? 
Boys. 

Yes,  we  seek  the  better  land.  Loveh',  pure  and  fair, 
"Where  no  grief  can  enter — Willyoumeetus  there? 
Cho. — Onward,  ever  onward, 

Though  by  tempest  driv'n, 
O  liow  sweet  the  promise, 
We  shall  rest  in  heaven. 


Girls. 

May  we  journey  witli  3-011,  Pilgrim  of  a  day, 
Will  you  lielp  us  onward,  In  the  heavenly  way? 
Boys. 

Come,  we  gladly  bid  you  come.  Day  is  waning  fast, 
We  must  reach  tlie  liaven,  Ere  the  light  is  past. 
Cho. — Onward,  ever  onward. 

Though  by  tempest  driv'n, 
0  how  sweet  the  promise, 
We  shall  rest  in  heaven. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 

 L 


THE  GOLDEN  RULE. 


— I. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 
N  ^     -  iFine. 


1.  Nev- 
p.  Help 
3.  Love 


lose  the  gold- en  rule.  Keep  it  still  in  view;  Do  for  oth- ers  as  you  would  They  should  do  to  yon. 
fee-ble  ones  a-long.  Cheer  the  faint  and  weak  ;  To  tiie  sor-row  laden  heart.  Words  of  comfort  speak. 
Lord,  the  tirst  conuiiand.  With  thv  soul  and  mind  :  Love  thv  neighbor  as  thvself.  Both  in  one  combined 


w  £s  ^    >  ^ 

-|  !  !-- ,  ^>  ^S-     N  3^  3_ 


D.C.  aljine  \%tver»t. 




5f: 


I 


Kind-fy,  gent  -  !y,  In  their  bur-den  bear  a  part;  Meek-ly, 
Free  -  ly,  free  -  ly,  From  the  bounty  of  your  store  ;  Cheerful 
Just  -  ly,     just  -  ly    With  each  oth  er  strive  to  live  ;  Ev  -  er 


chid  -  ing 
giv  -  ers 
rea  -  dv 


With  a  lev  -  ing  heart. 
Help  the  hum-ble  poor 
Willing  to   for -give. 


r=rdEr=r*z=!!?=J?-F:t*: 

 1  btf  a*  1  


1 «  » 

1 

■ 

p» — 1 
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A  CRY  FROM  MACEDONIA. 

COMK  OVER  INTO  MACEDO.MA  AND  HELP  CS  '' — ACtS  16:  9 

._!  !_ 


VM.  B.  BRADBURr. 


.  ^  _    —  r 

There's  a  cry  fi-om  Mace-do-nia — Come  and  help  us  ;  The  light  of  the  gospel  brin^.  0  come  I  Let  us 
0    ve  beraldsof  thecrossbe  up  and  do  -  in^,  Eemember  the  great  command,  Awav!  Go  \e 

_  —       _  _       —  _    J —  _  _  _  _  r-s 


 L0t  00- 


i 


End. 


CHORUS. 


s  — et  «- 


:=^==>  ^ 


hear  the  joy  -  ful  ti-  dings  of    eal  -  va  -  tion,  TVe  thirst  for   the  liv  -  ing  spring.  ) 

forth  and  preach  the  word  toe v-'ry    crea- ture,  Proclaim   it      in    ev  -  'rj    land.  jThevshall 


^^--1  ^-^-^  ^ — ^s.  — I  _>  


— ^  V  W     , — V  ^  ^    T — ^  ^ — ^  ^  ^ — •  ^  V  ^     i  ^  ^  1   V  s 

gather  from  the  EastjThey  shall  gather  from  the  "VTestj'With  the  pa-tri-archs  of   old,    And  the 


==::s==r: —  '_^-Srn_  .  = 

W-T— g  ^  g--  — |— il 

 ,-^_<,_l=^  J*  : 


ransom'd  shall  return    To   the  kingdoms  of  the  blest  With  their  harps  and  crowns  of  gold 

 i^—ti=£-=z.  -—Efz: 


M  •^_7  


A  CRY  FROM  MACEDONIA.  Concluded, 
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O  how  beautiful  their  feet  upon  the  mountains, 
Tiie  tidings  of  peace  who  bring,  Who  bring' 
To  the  nations  of  the  earth  who  eit  in  darkness, 
And  tell  them  of  Zion's  king  ; 
Then  ye  heralds  of  the  cross  be  up  and  doing, 
Go  work  in  your  Master's  field,  away  ! 
Sound  the  trumpet,  sound  the  trumpet  of  sal- 
■vation, 

The  Lord  is  your  strength  and  shield. 
Let  the  distant  Isles  be  glad. 
Let  them  hail  tlie  Saviour's  birth, 
And  the  news  of  pardon  free, 
Till  the  knowledge  of  the  truth 
Shall  extend  to  all  the  earth, 
As  the  waters  o'er  the  sea. 
There's  a  cry,  &c. 


Ye  have  listed  in  the  array  of  the  faithful 

Like  heroes  the  battle  fight.  Away! 

There  are  foes  on  every  hand  that  will  assail  yoa, 

Then  gird  on  your  armour  bright; 

With  the  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled  before  you, 

The  sword  of  the  spirit  wield.  Away ! 

Ye  shall  conquer  through  his  mercy  who  hatU 

loved  you, 
The  Lord  is  your  strength  and  shield. 

Ye  are  marching  t-o  the  land 

"Where  the  saints  in  glory  stand, 

And  the  just  for  joy  shall  sing, 

Ye  by  faith  may  bring  it  nigh  ; 

Ye  shall  reach  it  bye  and  bye. 

And  your  shouts  of  triumph  sing. 
There's  a  cry,  &c. 


Words  by  W.  BENNETT. 


*  Words  wrilten  for  this  work. 

THINE,  LORD,  FOREVER 


From  CuAPBL  Melodies.    HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


I 


1.  Thine,  Lord,  for  -ev  -  er,  Purehas'd  by  blood  divine.  Rescued  and  sf 

2.  Thine,  I        ^-       -      -  '  -  ^  - 

3. Thine,  Lord 


sav'dby  Thee,Lord,  TaniTliine. 
Thine,  Lord,  for -ev  -  er,  Thro' storm  and  tempest  wild,  Trustingcoufiding-ly.  " 

■  ^ '  ■  '  "^hro' darkness  doubts  and  fears;  i  inni\tni 

e,Lord,  I  know, 
■ermore  Thine,  thine  alone. 


v.,  w.Lv,.iji.»i^v.  ...     I  am  Thy  chiid 

t'd,  forever,  Cheer'd  by  Thy  precious  word, Thro'  darkness  doubts  and  fears;Thini\ thine, O  Lord 
4.  Thine,  Lord,  for  -ever,  Tho'  death  shall  lay  rae  low.  E'en  in  that  dreadful  hour  Thin 


5,  Thine,  Lord,  for-ev  -  er,When  safe  before  thy  throne  I  stand,  for  -ev 
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SONG  OF  THE  LILIES. 


"  Consider  the  liliks  of  the  field,  how  thet  qeow." — Matt.  6,  28—  30 


"Words  by  Rer.  J.  A  COLLIER,  Kingston,  N.  Y. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


l.  Hark,  the  lilies  whisper  Tenderly  and  low,  "  In  our  grace  and  beauty  See  how  fair  we  grow;"Thus  our  heavenly  Father 


Cares  for  all  below.  The  lilies  of  the  field,  The  beautiful  lilies  of  the  field, Your  Father  cares  for  them. 

And  shall  he  not  care  for  you? 


2  Hark,  the  roses  speaking, 

Telling  all  abroad 
Their  sweet,  wondrous  story, 

Of  the  love  of  God, 
In  the  Rose  of  Sharon, 

Jesus  Christ  the  Lord. 
The  roses  hnw  they  bloom  ! 
The  beautiful  roses  how  they  bloom 
Yonr  Father  cares  for  them. 
And  shall  he  not  care  for  you  ? 


3  Buttercups  and  daisies. 

And  the  violets  sweet, 
Flowers  of  field  and  garden — 

All  their  voices  meet  ; 
A  nd  their  Maker's  praises, 

To  our  souls  repeat. 
They  sing  their  Maker's  praise. 
The  beautiful  flowers,  how  they  sing  ! 
Your  Father  cares  for  them. 
And  shall  He  not  care  for  you  ? 


4  Let  us,  then,  be  trustful, 
Doubting  not,  although 

Much  of  toil  and  trouble 
Be  our  lot  below. 

Think  upon  the  lilies. 
See  how  fair  they  grow. 

The  lilies  of  the  field. 

The  beautiful  lilies  of  the  field  ; 

Your  Father  cares  for  them. 

And  shall  He  not  care  for  you  ? 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY. 


THE  LITTLE  WANDERER.  L.  M. 

1 .  Jesus  to  thy  dear  arms!  flee.  I  have  no  other  help  but  thee;  For  thou  dost  suffer  me  to  come,  0  take  a  little  wand'rer  hume, 

^      ^  ^  ^     Q  r  >        r  >  ^  r  ^  <^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

jD,  S.  0  take  a  little  wand'rer  home. 


THE  LITTLE  WANDERER.  Concluded. 
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2  Jesas,  I'll  try  my  cross  to  bear, 
I'll  follow  tliee  and  never  fear  ; 
From  thy  de;ir  fold  I  would  Dot  roam 
0  take  a  little  wanderer  home. 

3  Jesus,  I  cannot  see  thee  here, 

Yet  still  I  know  thou'rt  very  near; 


0  say  my  gins  are  all  forgiTcn, 

And  I  shall  dwell  with  thee  ia  hearen. 

4  And  now,  dear  Jesus,  I  am  thine, 
0  be  thou  ever,  ever  mine, 
And  let  nie  never,  never  roam 
From  thee,  the  little  wanderer's  home. 


0,  HOW  1  LOVE  JESUS. 


Arranged  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


1,  Blest  Jesus!  when  my  soaring  tho'ts,  CTer  all  thy  graces  rove, Row  is  my  soul  in  transport  lost.  In  wonder,  joy,  and  love 
 in  n  — ^-1 — ^-^t — ^--l  ■9'-^  f-^-  ^_i:fi_»_^ac__i:j  j^_t:  1 


CHORUS. 


(0  how  I  love  Je  -  sus. 
How  can    I  for  -  get  thee. 


0  how  I  love  Je  -  sus,  O  how  I  love  Je  -  sus.  Because  he  first  loved  me. 
How  can  I   for  -  get  thee. Lord,  How  can  I  forget  thee.  Dear  J^ord,  remem-ber  me. 

.  Jt.         .«L   JBt>        \  M.   ^..Jt.  ^  Jt  ^  M.  ^ 


) 


2  Not  softest  strains  can  charm  my  ears. 

Like  tliy  beloved  name  ; 
Nor  onght  beneath  the  skies  inspire 
My  heart  with  equal  flame.  Cho. 

3  Vhere'er  I  look,  my  w  ondering  eyes 

Tnnumbered  blessings  see  ; 
Bn.what  is  life,  with  all  its  bliss, 
li  once  compared  with  thee  Cho, 


Hast  thou  a  rival  in  my  breast? 

Search,  Lord,  for  thou  canst  tell 
If  aught  can  raise  my  passions  thuB, 

Or  please  my  soul  so  well.  Cho» 
No  :  thou  art  precious  to  my  heart, 

M\"  portion  and  my  joy  : 
Forever  let  th}-  bound iess  grace 

M}'  sweetest  thoughts  employ.  Cho~ 
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FULL  CHORUS, 


1.  Glo  -  ry  to  God   in  the 

2.  Glo  -  ry  to  God  in  the 
-0-  -(V-  -A>-      ^  _> 


GLORY  TO  GOD  IN  THE  HIGHEST ! 

ANNIVERSART  ANTHEM. 
'  J  N     >    1  >-_N  -J- 


Wil.  B.  BRADBURY. 


I  «  — «  0  flJ—Lgy  9  1-01  O  «—  m  1-»  


high-est ! 
Ligh-est ! 
^  I 


Glo  -  ry  to  God, 
Glo  -  ry  to  God, 


Glo 
Glo 
I 


ry  to  Gr>d, 
rv  to  God, 
>   N  1 


Glo  - 
Glo  - 


to  God  in  the  highest  !  Shall 
to  God  in  the  highest !  Shall 


SEMI-CHORUS  or  DUET, 


be  our  song 
be  our  song 


day  ; 
day  ; 


An  -  oth  -  er  j^ear's  rich  mercies  prove  His  ceaseless  care  and  boundless  love  ;  So 
The  song  that  woke  the  glorious  morn  When  Da-vid's  great-er      son  was  born,  Sud| 
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1^- 


\ — 1 — I- 


FULL  CHORUS. 


let  our  loud-est  voic-es  raise  Our  An  -  ni  -  ver  ■ 
by    an  heavenly  host,  and  we  Would  join  th'an-ge 


sary  song  of  praise, 
lie     com-pa  -  ny. 


Glo 
Glo  • 


ry  to  God  in  the  high-est! 
ry  to  God  in  the  high  -  est  I 


B— «g  — P — "  »> — ^ — rg->   1 
-» — ig — <g— ig — ic — rg— p&  e„J 
 1  trf  5rf  1  1  J 


f_J__J_JS_N  J. 


f  I 


__!_. 


Glo-ry  to  God  in  the  liigh-est 
Glo-ry  to  God  in  the  high-est 


Glory,  glory. 
Glory,  glory, 

1?^  J-  J. 


glory,  glory,  Glo-ry  be  to  God 
glory,  glory,  Glo-ry  be  to  God 

_  J  


hish  ! 
liigh! 


— — » — m—f^—cr — i^— ^pg'  i~ — |j~  t_  ^-       r      ^    "gTj^     — * — '    ~5~^>-  >^ 


God  on  hig)- ! 
God  on  hi^  ' 


GLORY  TO  GOD  IN  THE  HIGHEST.  Concluded, 


8G9 


8  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest ! 
Shall  be  our  song  to-day, 
And  while  we  with  the  angels  sing; 
Gifts,  with  the  wise  men,  let  us  bring 
Unto  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 
And  offer  our  young  hearts  to  him. 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  etc. 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest ! 
Shall  be  our  song  to-da}-. 
O,  may  we,  an  unbroken  band. 
Around  the  throne  of  Jesus  stand, 
And  there  with  angels  and  the  throncf 
Of  his  redeemed  ones,  join  the  song, 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  etc. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE.   (LEm)  H.  M. 


«— sa— f-ffl  A  1  -j  1  ^  0  «  1 — ^ — ksi— N-iS— 


1.  Blow  yc  the  trumpet,  blow — The  glad-ly  sol- emn  sound  !  Let  all  the  nations  know,  To  earth's  remotest  bound 

2,  Ei:  -  ;ilt  UioLambof  God,    The  siu    a  -  ton-ing  Lamb  ;  Redemption  by  his  blood  Throujjh  all  the  lands  proclaim 


-J  I- 


\  ^-.J— 1-4 


ED30N-. 

4- 


 2_, — Cp— , — , — p-tn — t=_t 


1^ 


r-r- 
j — ^ 


 n-n-n-H-r-'— '-ishrH— ^  v^- \    \    '  IT^  tH 


f-F-i — I  : 


The  year  of  ju  -  bi  -  lee  is  come, The  year  of  ju-  bi-  lee  is  come  ,  Return  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 
"  ^   -    -  -  -  «_  -^_!  «-rF-^  S-r-  ' 

 0  IS)  '  L.  ;  LI  »  1 


-T-a> — a — m — ^ — rr 


The  year  of  ju-bi  -  lee  is  come,The  year  of  ju- bi  -  lee  is  come  ;  Return, 


ililieiiiiii 


ye  ran 


som'd  .sin-  ners  home. 


3  The  Gospel  trumpet  hear, 

The  news  of  pardoning  grace; 

Ye  happy  souls  draw  near. 
Behold  your  Saviour's  face; 

The  j-ear  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

lleturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  lionao. 


5  Jesus,  our  Great  High  Priest, 
Has  full  atonement  made  ; 
Yc  weary  spirits,  rest, 

Ye  mournful  souls,  bo  glad  ; 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 

lleturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
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SONG  OF  THE  SABBATH-SCHOOL  ARMY. 


Words  cv  FANNY  CF.  jSBY.  HUBERT  P.  YAJ^. 


^^        NNNN'                   \        S        S  \ 

s 

<n-^ — s  s  s  s  5 

 !k  [_« — « — « —  *"     m.        •          1  *      *      *  - 

1.    I   am  in  the  ar  - 

Cf.  Soldiers  in  the  ar  - 
3.  "What  a  glorio-js  ar  - 

S   1  m—m—^—^  ^   

mv.  a     6ol-dier  for  the  Lord,    I    have  bnckl&d  on 
mr,  ■we  ll  keep  the  cross  iu  vie^.  With  iis   ban  -  ner  wav - 
n:v.  of    soi-diers  in  the  £cM.  With  the  lich:   of  Loie 

mv 
iii'g 
re  - 

ar  -  mor  and 
o'er     BS.  our 

fee:  -  ed  on 

-m-    -m-  -m- 

m     m      m     m     m     »     »  S— S— 

f- 

-S— T— s— , 

 a  » — » — * 

«»  ^ 

— ^                  *     *    *     *  ?-_,«_t_^      ^  ^ 

^            ^           *•     ^  I 

—  — ■<« — 

g:rd  -  ed  on  mv  sword  ;  With  sal  -  va  -  tion  for  e:v  hel  - 
jour-nev -n-e  U  pnr-sne,  And  our  weapons  al-ways  rea  - 
ev  -  erv  sword  and  shield :  Let  ns    do    our    du  -  tv   faith  - 


riie:,  n:y  shield  the  Word  of  Truth.  Til 
dv     to   meet  the  trai  -  tor   foe  ;  We  ll 
ful.  and  Trhen  the  "\\  ar    is   o"er.  We  il 


m 


go  and  fight  for  Je-sns  in  mvyouth.  O  theworldis  fall  of  dan  -  ger,  anu  foes  on  ev- ery  hand.  But  the 
CghtforGod.re-joicing  as  we  go.  Let  our  footsteps  nev -er  fal  -  ter.  our  courage  nev  -  er  fail.  For  in 
rest  in  peace  with  Jesus  ev  -  er  store.  Then  we'll  tune  our  happy  voic  -  e^.  aud  maice  the  por-tais  riug,   In  tliat 


„  _    -m  ~m    -m-    »-      ^  h 


SONG  OF  THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL  ARMY.    Concluded.  371 

Saviour  is  my  Captain  still,  He  Las  proniis'd  me  Lis  aid,  if   I  follow  Lis  command.  And  do  Lis  Lo  -  ly  w  ill 


uuny 


Je-suswesLall  all  be  sirong;  TLo'  our  trials  mav  be  Lard,  yet  we  surely  must  prevail.  TLen  boldly  marcL  along  ! 
ly  laud  of  joy  untold :  We  will  worsLip  at  Lis  tLi  oue,  our  Kedeemer  and  our  K.iug,WitL  Larps  and  c■ro\^  us  of  gold- 
-tf-         •  -m-         -m-  -m-  -m-  -m-       •         -9-  ^ 


THE  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 

End.  , 


1.  'Wake  the  song  of  J ubilee,Let  it  echo  o'er  the  sea  ;  Xow  is  come  the  promis'd  liour  ;  Jesus  reigns  with  sov'ieign  power, 
jy,  C.  Wake  tiie  soug  of  Jubilee,       Let  it  ech-o  o'er  tlie  sea- 


All  ye  nations,  join  and  sing, 
Christ  of  lords  and  kings,  is  King; 
Let  it  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Jesus  reigns  for  evermore. 
Wake  the  song,  etc. 


mi 


Xow  the  desert  lands  rejoice. 
And  the  islands  join  their  voict 
Yea,  the  whole  creation  sings, 
Jesus  is  the  King  of  kings. 
Wake  the  song,  etc. 


HOLY  BIBLE. 


Holy  Bible,  book  divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine  ; 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came  ; 
Mine  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

D.  C.  Holy  Bible,  book  divine,  etc. 

Mine  to  chide  me  when  T  rove  ; 
Mine  to  show  a  Father's  love  ; 
Mine  to  guide  my  doubtful  feet ; 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 
D.  C.  Holy  Bible,  book  divine,  etc. 


J;Iine  to  comfort  in  distress  ; 
Mine  to  cheer,  sustain,  and  bless; 
Mine  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

D.  C.  Holy  Bible,  book  divine,  etc. 
Mine  to  tell  of  jo3-s  to  come  ; 
Mine  to  lead  the  s^pirit  home. 
O  thou  precious  book  divine. 
Holy  Bible,  thou  art  limine. 

D.  C.  Holy  Bible,  book  divLai>.  etc 
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Gently. 


JESUS  IS  CALLING  US  HOME.  wm.b.bradbury. 


 S  » — F«-T — —I  s  S — F«-T  ^-1  «  • — -a*  1—  -\  1  m  S  »m~A 


1.  How  sweetly  the  voice  of    the  Saviour  is  call  -  ing,  In    accents  of  kindness  its   mus-ic  is 


^8; 


— t=t=:zrc=ptzzr=i3r— »z 

f — » — jg —  g  ja- 

-\^-^\  1  i^- 

rxr:i?r==t«=:=eF=i===-=:=sr=:35r 


0  0 — Ljp-i- 


I  1  


j^:— ,s — 0 — e — 4j_L^_i — — d — « — « — ^_L^_|_g — —  ^  9 — 0 — 9 — — ' 

fall  -  ing  Thro' fear  and  temptation  so  patient  -  ly  leading,  So  gently  persuading  and  earnest -ly 

■at    -a-    -o-  -a- .  -m-   -a-   -m-    »-  .  «  -*  •    ^      h  _ 

z9—:i~\z—zi^\ — rt  g=zzp-l  1  [z=ctz=z=g— ^^z:f:=:i==~=— p3=:azi:a^z=*— g— 

-i — ^— Ui— t^— — r — t — i — ^ — ^ — ^ — ^  \  ^_j^_t,^_i 


!        .    ^  "  •      •      "      *      *      *   ^  = 

pleading.      O  Je  -  sus    is    call  -  ing    us  horn*, 


js  ^  ^  ft 


:rrS=:i=:§=zS=S=S=r:Siiri==:: 


Je -sus  is  calling  us 
^  ~^ 

'^zi  


Je  -  sus  is  calling    us  home, 


home  . .  .  . 
 -eh  ^ff- 


Je  -  6U3  is    call  -  ing,     is    call- ing  liis  children  houie. 

 r-^r^i — ^ 


r  . 

Je-6U8    is    calling   us  honae,  Je  -  sus    is    call  -  ing,  &c, 


JESUS  IS  CALLING  US  HOME.  Concluded. 
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2  He  died  from  the  burden  of  sin  to  relieve  us, 
And  now  He  is  waiting  with  joy  to  receive  us, 
How  blest  are  the  words  of  the  pure  and  the  lioly, 
Come  hither  and  learn  of  the  meek  and  the  lowly. 
Cho.    O  Jesus,  &c. 


3  The  Bi'ide  and  the  Spirit,  our  souls  are  inviting, 
The  angels  in  glory  their  songs  are  uniting, 
O  drink  of  its  waters,  that  beautiful  river, 
That  flows  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour  forever. 
O  Jesus,  &c. 


THERE  IS  AN  HOUR 

 1  


From  the  GERMAfr. 


1.  There  is     an  hour  of     peaceful  rest,  To  mourning  wand'rers  given  :  There  is  a     joy  for 

2.  There  is     a  home  for    Avea  -  ry  souls  By    sin    and  sorrow  driven,  "When  toss'd  on  life's  tern - 





 ^V. 

— 


:t-: 


 «  , 

 «  «  m  

.g^  

-  t  : 

a=    c  r — — 

t-- — m  1  1  

— — 10 — 

I 

-  r  - 

r    >  ■  r-     i  ' 

-4  ^ 


souls  distressed,  A  balm  for  ev 
pestuous  shoals.  Where  storms  a- rise 
 U  !  r^-^- 


ery 
and 


wounded  breast,  'Tis  found 
o  -  cean  rolls,    And  all 


a  -  lone  in  heaven, 
is     drear  but  heaven. 


.i  l_ 


1^ 


3  There  faith  lifts  up  tbe  tearless  eye, 
To  brighter  prospects  given; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene  in  heaven. 


4  There  fratrrant  flowers  immortal  bloom. 
And  joys  supreme  are  given: 

There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom; 

Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 


374 


ONCE  MORE  OUR  YOUTHFUL  THRONG. 


DUET.  Art  a^iged  from  the  German  for  this  work. 

M_!t-«_^tc__«  ._t»_5_s-tj_j_,_jpt^_,_L_j_^___t„^ 

1.  Once  more  our  youthful  throng  In  sweetest  union  raise  To  God  our  choral  sons:  Of  gratitude  and  praise. 

2.  From  yonder  world  of  light  Our  Father  bends  His  ear,"VVith  angels  rob'd  in  white,Our  grateful  soug  to  hear. 


SEMI-CHORUS. 


m 


-E-g— g— g —  ^- 


Sit; 


/When  shall  we  join  the  ho-lv  an 
^WLen    in  the  smiling  fields  of  F 


gels,  Tun  -  ing  their  harps  on  ^-onder  hap  -  py  shore? 
den,  When  shall  we  meet  the  loved  ones  gone  be  -  fore? 


-c     rr      *     ,     ,     ,      J            J    ^    -g-  ■ 

 \^  \-  

9-  -m- 

t» — « — p 

-0-  -0- 
«  *  

'  1  )f> — tP*— — ^ — 9^ — b"*— *-!  i  1   

1  1- 

1  1 

FULL  CHORUS,  ff 

Hallelujah,  sweetly  singing, Thro'  eternal  ages  ringing,  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, Praises  to  the  Lamb. 


Repeat  pitniissimo. 


«*-»-*— |- J — im—w — *>-\  —  — [-»— ig— ^-^-iw— * — *— r*» — o      — h»>- 


^  >  ^  ^ 

3  His  eye  that  never  sleeps, 
With  ever- watchful  care. 
His  faithful  children  keeps 
From  each  hes<-tting  snare. 
When  shall  we  join,  &o. 


4  Dear  Saviour,  may  we  rest 

Our  lieart,  our  hopes  on  thee ; 
Reposing  on  thy  breast. 
From  every  danger  free. 

When  shall  we  join,  &o. 


Moderate. 


WATCHMAN,  TELL  ME. 

DIALOGUE, 


7s  &  8s.  Double. 
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"Watchman,  tell  nie,  does  the  morniuj 
Have  the  si^s  that  mark  its    com  inc 


■g-    -m-    -tr-  ~  I         IT-      1^  1^ 

Of  fair  Zi  -  on's  glo  -  ry  dawn?  ? 

Yet  up  -  on    thy  pathway  shone  ?  \  Pilgrim,  yes  I  a  -  rise,  look 


round  thee ;  Light  is  breaking  in  the  skies ; .  - . 


.         -a-         .  -S  -9- 


Gird  thy  bridal  robes  around  thee,  Morning  dawns,  aiise,  arise 


2  Watclinian,  see,  the  liglit  is  beaming, 

Brighter  still  upon  tlie  way  ; 
Signs  through  all  the  earth  are  gleaming, 

Omens  of  tlie  coming  day 
"When  the  Jubal  trumpet  sounding, 

Shall  awake  from  earth  and  sea, 
And  the  saints  of  God  now  sleeping, 

Clad  in  immortality, 

3  "Watchman,  hail,  the  light  ascending, 

Of  the  grand  Sabbatic  year; 
All  with  voices  loud  proclaiming 

Tiiat  the  kingdom's  very  near: 
Pilgwm,  yes,  I  see  just  yonder, 

Canaan's  glorious  heights  arise, 
Siilem  too  app^rs  in  grandiuir. 

Towerinoj  'neath  its  sun-lit  skies. 


^  I 

4  Watchman,  in  the  golden  city, 

Seated  on  His  jasper  thron<% 
Zion's  king  enthroned  in  beauty, 

Reigns  in  peace  from  zone  to  zone ; 
There  on  sun-lit  hills  and  mountains, 

Golden  beams  serenely  glow; 
Purling  streams  and  crystal  fountains, 

On  whose  banks  sweet  flow  reta  blow. 

5  Watchman,  see,  the  land  is  nearing. 

With  its  vernal  fruits  and  flowers, 
On  just  yonder,  O  how  cheering 

Bloom  forever  Eden's  bowers! 
Hark  !  the  chtH'al  strains  are  ringing. 

Wafted  on  the  balmy  air. 
See  the  million;*,  hear  tbem  singing, 

Soon  the  pilgrim  will  be  there. 
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PRAISE  THE  LORD. 


ANTHEM. 


TVM.  B.  BKADBURY. 


[dew; 

J.  Praise  Lbe  Lord,  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord.  0  praise  the  Lord. when  blushing:  morning  M'akes  tlie  Cowers  fresh  with 
Praise  tlie  Lord.  Praise  the  Lord,Praisethe  Lord.    0  praise  the  Lord, and  may  his  blessing  Guide  us  in  the  way  of  truth  ; 

I 


Pruise  the  Lord. 


— ffl— u,  .  

-=Ztj  j_ 


-<•- 


-a-  \         w    w  ^  -       V  1        -  I  I 

[early 

Praise  him  when  revived  creation  Beams  with  beauty  fair  and  new.  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  tJie  Lord, Praise  the  Lord  when. 
Keep  our  feet  from  paths  of  error,Make  us  holy  in  our  youth.  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord, Praise  tiieLord,ye  hosts  of 


:^_-irf=S=Sz£S-=S-rr?=urS:: 


[And  ye 

breezes  Come  so  fragrant  from  the  flowers.  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord, ye  millions  by  the  brookside, 
heaven, Ye  angels  sing  your  sweetest  lays.  Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord, Praise  the  Lord,0  utter  forth  his  glory, Sound  a- 


i  i 


m 


PRAISE  THE  LORD.  Conclndea. 

-_|  1       1     „     ,  .JS-JS- 
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birds  amon?  the  bowers,  Praise  the  Lord,    Praise  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Let  everything  that  hath  breath.  Praise  the 
loud  Jehovah's  praise,        Praise  the  Lord,   Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Let  everything  that  hath  breath,  Praise. &c. 


Praise  the  Lord,  Praise  tlie  Lord, 


I — r 


CODA. 


 l—i-^-,  1 — ^ — , — , — U--1 — r-J  1— — n— !  


Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Praise  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Praise  ye  the  Lord. 

Let  eve^yt^ing  that  hath  breath. 


NEARER  TO  THEE. 


-UWr.  B.  BRADBURY 


\.    Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  Nearer  to  thee  !  E'en  tho' it    be    a  cross  That  raiseth  me  ;  /  Still  all  my  son?  shall  be,\ 

\  Nearer,  my  God  to  thee,  / 

2.   Tho' like  the  wanderer.  The  sun  goes  down.  Darkness  be  o-ver  me.  My  rest  a  stone  ;/ Yet  in  my  dreams  IM  be  \ 

\  Nearer,  ray  God  to  thee,  / 


— I  ^-^-j-^.  ^-r-^— H  F~l~rn ^  There  let  the  Ava\'  appear 

"   "   ^    "  *    "  Steps  unto  heaven : 

11  that  thou  sendest  me 
In  mercy  civen  ; 


-b-k  1  --wrr-^  J-r-^-H  ^-^^  r=j-r 


Nearer,  ray  God,  to  thee.  Nearer  to  thee  I 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  Nearer  to  thee  I 

l3^=^^E.i-^^^m^L^^S^^^m  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
:li7L±zi;l-^Eii>zE:^£zz!ir5i±^=Ea       Nearer  to  thee ! 


Aneels  to  beckon  me 


4  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  1  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be,— 
Isearer,  my  (rod,  to  thee, 

Isearcr  to  thee. 
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VICTORY  AT  LAST. 


WM.  a.  BRADBURY, 


,    /We're  joined  the  glorioas  Army,  Who  march  to  Zion's  Hill,  And  our  SaVionr  is  oar  Captain.  And  he'il  protect  us  stillA 
\  And  tlio' the  couflict  rages,  We  know  "twill  3'joD  be  passed.  For     ey-'rr  soldier  of  the  cross  There's  viczorj- at  last.  / 


 *        7  m —     — m> — «  m 


For  there's  victory     at  last,    There's  riciorT  at  last,  We'll  shout  and  sing  to  God  our  King.  And  praise  him  for  the  past. 

O .  we'll 

I   "ft'       <s»--  \  ^         s  ^  _m 


praise  him  for  the  past.  yes.  Praise  him  for  th-?  p?.;t.  For  there 


-)xv,     vic-to  -  ry. 


t;c  -  to  -  rv 


Oar  foe,  the  cruel  tempter, 

The  world  our  battle-field. 
While  the  Bible  is  our  weapon. 

And  God  our  strength  and  shield, 
Press  onward,  gallant  heroes. 

The  war  will  soon  be  passed, 
Then  to  every  soldier  of  the  cross 

Ther«:"g  victory  at  last. 
Cfio. — For  there's  victory  etc 


Our  troops  are  bold  and  fearless 

And  trio'  our  march  be  loo^. 
O'er  cra?gy  rock  and  mountain, 

We  sing  our  battle-song. 
Hosanna  in  the  highest. 

Our  toil  will  soon  be  parsed. 
Then  to  every  soldier  of  tiie  Cross 

There's  victory  at  last. 

Cho.— For  there's  victory,  etc. 


4. 

0  joyful,  joyful  tidings. 

Let  every  tear  be  dry. 
For  our  array  is  advancing. 

The  promised  land  is  nigh. 
And  when  the  war  is  over. 

And  every  danger  p.issei.  [there, 
Then  we'll  sing  with  all  the  ransomed 

Of  victory  at  last, 
Cho.    For  there's  victory,  ete. 


I         ID  E  X 


Titles  in.  Caps.     First  Lines  in  Roman. 


A. 

A  BEAUTIFUL  LANI>   318 

A  BRIGHT  AND  GLORIOUS  342 
A  BRIGHTER  DAT   12 

A  BRIGHT  Sabbath   106 

A  crown  of  glory  bright.  146 
A  CRY  FROM  Macedonia  364 
Adoring  saints  lift  up. . ,  283 

A  faithful  FRIEND   167 

A  FRIEND  that's  EVER.,  106 

A  GROUP  OF  HAPPY   310 

A  HOME  IN  HEAVEN   32 

Ahl  this  heart  is  void..  158 

A  LAND  WITHOUT  A   146 

Alas,  and  did  my  Saviour  28 

Aletta   33 

Alexander   "JS 

A  LIGHT  IN  the  WINDOW  88 

A  little  child  lay  dying. .  232 
A  littie  ship  was  on  the.  122 

All  by  grace   —  352 

All  hail  the  power  of . . . .  179 

All  will  be  well   56 

Although  I  am  a  sinful. .  288 

Always  there   261 

Always  with  us   81 

America  ,   103 


And  may  I  still  get  there  311 
And  when  he  was  come.  248 
Angels  are  hovering.  .  93 
Another  fleeting  day  is..  24 

Another  week  has  163 

Another  YEAR. .  .....  149 

A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger  196 
Around  the  throne  of. . . .  118 

A  Saviour  ever  near.  .  152 
Asleep  in  Jesus,  blessed  165 
Assembled  in  our  school  111 
A  song  for  our  banner  . ,  125 

At  the  Sabbath  321 

Autumn  ,  81 

Awake  and  sing  the  ....  301 

Awake,  awake  the   304 

Away  over  Jordan  243 

Awhile  they  rest. . ,  165 

B. 

Balerma  c    123 

Bartimeus  273 

Beautiful  LAND  of  356 

Beautiful  LAND  ON... .  153 

Beautiful  river  151 

Beautiful  Zion   212 

Behold  the  throne  of. . . .  225 
Be  still  repining  heart.. .  191 


Bethany   77 

Be  thou,  O  God,  exalted  101 
Beyond  the  smiling  and.  252 
Be5"ond  this  life  of  hopes  108 

Blessed  Bible  I..   294 

Blest  be  the  tie  that   325 

Blest  Jesus,  when  my. . ,  367 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet   369 

BOYLSTON   325 

Boys  and  girls,  we  all. . .  235 

Braden   224 

Bright  mansions   300 

Bring  in  the  lambs   338 

Brother,  hast  thou   343 

Brown   97 

C. 

Call  the  childeen   30 

Canaan   45 

Canaan's  happy  land..  164 

Canaan's  shore   39 

Captivity   47 

Cast  your  care  on  Jes.  273 

Cheerfully,  cheerfully,  . .  54 

Chelmsford   277 

Chide  mildly  the   56 

Child  of  sin  and  ...  17 


I  Children,  can  you  truly..  132 
I  Children,  do  you  love. . .  73 
1  Children  in  heaven.  . .  118 
I  Children  of  old  hosannas  119 
I  Children  of  the  heavenly  43 

;  China  207 

I  Christ  for  me   30 

I  Christians,  I  am  on  my..  113 

I  Christian,  the  morn   254 

1  Christmas  anthem  246 

1  Christmas  carol   86 

Climbing  up  Zion's   296 

Cold  water   185 

Come,  children,  let  us. ..  45 
Come,  children,  raise....  7 
Come,  come,  sing  to  the  72 
Come,  come  to  Jesus...  Ill 
Come,  gracious  Spirit . .  263 

j  Come,  Holy  Spirit!   169 

Come,  let  us  join  our. ...  277 

I  Come,  let  us  sing  of.   20 

[  Come,  let  us  be  jojihl.. .  171 

I  Come,  little  soldiers   116 

Come,  poor  pilgrim   330 

Come,  schoolmates,  do..  228 
Come,  sound  his  praise..  214 

Come,  thou  Fount   353 

1  Come  to  Jesus,  come  , . .  322 


380 


INDEX— Continued, 


Come  to  Jesus,  erring . . 
Come  to  Jesus,  little. 

Come  to  me  all  ye  

Come  unto  me  (Anthem) 
Come  unto  me  (Chant).. 
Come  unto  me  when . . . . 

Come  te  blessed  

Come  ye  who  love  the  . . 

Coronation  

Cottage  chant  

Cross  and  Crown  

D. 

Daee  to  do  right  !  

David  the  sweet  

Dear  Saviour,  ever  at... 

Death  of  a  child  

Death  op  a  scholar.. 

Dennis  

Did  Jesus  weep  for  me.. 

Dismission  

Dismiss  us  with  thy  

Do  good  

Doth  sorrow's  shadow.. 
Do  you  know  any  little. 
Do  you  know  the  little. . 
Duke  Street  

E. 

Early  rise,  early  rise  

Earth  may  rohe  her  

Earth's  shadowy  years.. 

Evan  

Evening  Hymn   

Even  me  

F. 

Fade,  fade  each  earthly., 
Far  out  upon  the  . . . . 


Father,  I  know  (Chant)  289 
Father,  whate'er  of .... .  145 
Forth  we  go  on  a  bright  1C6 
For  thou  hast  died  , .  201 
Forward  shall  be  our, 178 
Frail  is  my  bark  and. ...  281 
Friends  of  temperance..  154 
From  every  stormy. — .  136 
From  Greenland's  icy.. .  100 
Fulton   343 


G. 


Gather  them  in.  ..... . 

GrvE  THANKS  (Chant)... 

Glorious  hope  ..... 

Glorious  things  of  thee.. 
Glory,  glory  to  the,. 
Glory  to  God  in  the 
Glory  to  the  Father 
Glory  to  the  Father  give 
Glory  to  thee,  my  God. . 
Go  AND  tell  Jesus  

Go  BEAR  the  joyful.. 

God  is  love   

God  is  the  refuge  of, .... 
God  of  our  salvation .... 
God  speed  the  right.. 
Go  forth,  ye  glad  heralds 

Go  forth,  young  173 

Going  home  

Golden  hill  

_  _  Good  tidings  , 

345  I  Gospel  trumpet  , , 

291  Go  sound  it  abroad 


209 


Go  to  Jesus,  when  thy. . 
Go  to  thy  rest  in  peace. , 
Go  work  to-day  in  the. . 

Gratitude  , 

Gushing  so  bright  in ... , 


18 

226 
199 

12 
255 
368 
175 
319 
291 
313 
135 
131 

64 
107 
8 
172 
,302 
190 
301 
162 

50 
223 
239 
354 
307 

67 
298 


Had  I  but  the  faith  of. . .  292 
Hail,  hail  this  happy  96 

Hamburg   80 

Happy  and  gay,  I  -will. . ,  326 

Happy  greeting  ,  171 

Happy  in  the  Lord...  196 

Happy  New  Year   59 

Happy  the  man  whose. .  80 
Hark  !  how  the  cheerful.  15 

Hark  I  the  lilies   366 

Hark  I  the  morning  bells  51 

Harkl  the  sweetest  ,  255 

Hark  !  what  mean  these  360 
Haste  away  to  the...  15 
Haste  to  thy  home...  355 
Haste  we  now  with......  211 

Hear,  gracious  God  . .  160 

Hear  the  royal ....  , .  40 

Heaven  is  my  home...  216 
Heavenly  breezes.  .. ,  116 

Heavenly  home   315 

Heavenly  REST..   98 

Heavenly  song  ,  150 

Hebron  ,   19 

He  leadeth  me   357 

Helena   94 

j  Here  is  no  rest   68 

j  Here  o'er  the  earth  as  a.  rs 
He  who  once  to  earth. .  ^Jr2 
Holy  and  bright  in  the.  282 
Holy  Bible,  book  divine.  371 
Holy  Father,  thou  hast. .  81 
I  Holy  Sabbath,  happy  . . .  220 

i  HosANNA  Anthem  250 

I  HosANNA  (Anthem)  120 

j  HosANNA  blessed  IS...  240 

j  Hosanna,  hosanna    143 

I  Hosanna  in  the  highest..  250 


Hosanna  to  orm   283 

How  bright  the  dav  the .  120 
How  can  he  leave  them ,  233 
How  charming  is  the  . . ,  224 

How  gentle  God's  107 

How  happy  is  the  youth  338 

How  many  in  our.. .   157 

How  shall  the  young   62 

j  How  sweet  and. 3 

How  sweet  in  every   278 

j  How  sw-eetly  the  voice. ,  372 
I  How  sweet  the  melting..  71 
How  sweet  will  be  the. .  159 
I  How  vain  is  all  beneath.  Ill 

I  Hudson   158 

Hushed  be  my  murmur..  152 
Hymns  of  grateful...  103 


1. 


I'm  a  lonely  traveler   65 

I'm  a  pilgrim  going...  113 

I  am  bound  for  the   90 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here..  216 
1  am  in  the  army  a ,  .  .  870 
I  am  Jesus'  little  lamb. .  295 
i  I  AM  so  happy  344 

I  I'm  trying  to  climb  up.  29G 
!  I  asked  a  sweet  robin. . .  GO 
'  I  feel  like  singing  all   300 

If  I  weke  a  ....   166 

If  1  were  a  voice   Iff 
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Zion,  bright  and  fair. ...  387 

Zion' 8  hill   64 

Zion's  pilgrim   26 
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Published  by  BIGLOW  k  MAIN,  successors  to  WILLIAM  B.  BRADBURY, 


BOARD  CO'  "RS. 


Retail.    Pfr  100 


2<k 

!pU 

*o 

!poO  UU 

Ko  Sunday  School  Song  Book  has  erer  been  receired 
with  greater  tavor,  the  sales  reaching  orer  160,000 
copies  in  the  first  three  month*. 

Brieht  Jewels  

0 

3o 

30  00 

A  remarkably  popular  work  of  sterling  merit.  Orer 
SfHi.OOO  copies  sold  during  the  first  two  years  of 
pablication. 

Fresh  Laurels,  

0 

3o 

30  00 

'  The  last  icork  of  the  late  pioneer  in  Sunday  School 
Music,  Wm.  B.  Beadbcry,  ar.d  nearly  a  million 
copies  throughout  thel  and  bear  testimony  to  the 
lore  of  the  people  for  its  au<hor. 

0 

3a 

30  00 

>'eTT  Goldf^n  Shower  

0 

35 

30  00 

New  Golden  Censer,  

0 

35 

30  00 

The  "  Golden"  Series  of  Mr.  Bradbuet  long  since 
became  standard  works  in  S.  Schools  eyerywhere, 
and  over  two  millions  h?.ve  been  sold. 

0 

eo 

50  0<j 

A  compilation  .if  choice  seiectioT:  s,  mainly  from  Mr. 
BEADBrET  s  most  popular  works. 

0 

25 

20  or> 

Ksp*cia'lv  adapted  to  seasons  of  deep  religions  in- 
terest. 

Golden  Hpnns,  

Popular  Hymns,  (without  music),  mostly  from  the 
'•  Goldeu  '  Series,  with  references  to  booVt  in 
which  the  music  will  be  found. 


Laurels  and  Jewels,  i  vol. 


0  15  i  12  50 


0  65 


55  00 


Jfew  Chain  and  ?few  Shower  i  vol.,  

-Vew  Chain  and  >'ew  Censer,  i  vol  

New  Shower  and  Xew  Censer,  i  vol.,  

The  Bradbury  Trio,  (Ch.ajs,  Shower  and 

Censer,  in  i  vol.),  

Either  of  the  abore  forms  a  yaluable  Library  of 
choice  Music. 

Chapel  Melodies,  

A^its  name  implies,  a  book  for  theChapeland  Dero- 
tional  Meeting  The  low  price  at  which  it  is  pat 
brings  it  within  the  reach  of  all. 

Songs  of  Devotion,  aboard  covets,)  

"   Beautifully  bound  in  cloth, 

655  Hymns',  with  Music.  Frr  the  Prayer  Meeting, 
or  Public  and  Social  Religions  Meeting.  Young 
Men  s  Christian  Associations,  etc.,  this  work  has 
no  superior. 

The  Singer,  (128  pages).. . 

A  capital  work  for  Singing  Classes,  Day  Schools  and 

the  Social  Circle. 
The  Tic tory,  (416  pages). 
No  choir  book  gives  more  uniTersal  -atisfaction,  and 

the  "  Singing  School  Departir 'n t "  has  Lever 

been  equalled. 

The  Sceptre,  (304  pages), 

A  most  excellent  Col'ection  o*  ^rhu-ch  and  Singing 
School  Mnsic. 
Voice  Culture,  by  G.  J.  Wmb  and  C.  G.  Aixet^ 

Mr.  ■VTbbb's  method  of  developing  the  voice  is  attract- 
ing the  attention  ofteachurs  and  students  to  a 
remarkable  extent.  Those  who  have  had  the 
best  opportciities  for  comparing  his  method  with 
others  that  are-wosr  Popn.AK  and  wi;j  lt  used, 
do  not  hesitate  to  express  their  conviciico  of  its 
superiority  over  them  AtL.in  its  aiaplicity  and 
the  certaintv  of  its  results. 


BOARD  COVERS. 

Retail. 

Per  100 

$0  65 

$55  00 

0  65 

55  00 

:  0  65 

55  00 

1  00 

75  00 

0  40 

35  00 

0  50 

45  00 

0  75 

75  00 

RetaiL 

Per  Doi. 

0  60 

6  00 

1  50 

13  50 

i  1  00 

10  50 

<  2  50 

24  00 

^°°A  SINGLE  Specimen  Copy  of  any  of  the  above  Books  sent  by  mail,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  the  RETAIL  PRICE. 


